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The Electric Theft 



CHAPTER I 

THE APPOINTMBNT 

TuBNBULL had been well known, as a man 
who has made a large fortune in business 
generally is. Ten years after his death, 
and at the period of the opening of this 
story, there were still numbers of men living 
in London who could have told you his 
history — how he began, literally from 
nothing! — ^the queer accident of good for- 
tune which brought him a packer's " berth" 
in the warehouse of Stock & Johnson— 
his self-education now ! — ^his sobriety, steadi- 
ness, and thrift! And so through phase 
and development, development and phasd^ 
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10 THE ELEC5TRIC THEFT 

till lie stood forth to the world as ''Tom- 
bull & Co." at the celebrated Telegraph 
and Electric Construction Works in Lambeth, 
S.E. 

He died, run over one fine summer's day 
by a hansom cab. The joumab gave ac- 
counts of his life and the history of his busi- 
ness. His will was proved, and afterwards 
carefully paragraphed by the Ftess for an 
interested multitude. 

There was no son, no male heir to carry 
on the business. The "Co." had never 
made itself apparent in the management at 
Lambeth. Rightly or wrongly, people had 
even taken leave to doubt its existence. 
Several months passed by and the public 
were informed that the old-established and 
well-known business of Tumbull & Co. 
had passed into new hands. The premises 
were to be extensively enlarged, and new 
and most up-to-date plant introduced. 
For the rest there would be no alteration 
in the title of the firm : it would still remain 
Tumbull & Co. 

''And' Co:' Who was "& Co."? One 
man or many T Now more than ever nobody 
seemed to know. 

Work, pay, and a prospect of advance- 
ment were what chiefly appealed to Reginald 
Burton when he sent in his certificates with 
an application for employment as an electrical 
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THE APPOINTMENT 11 

en^eer with the Lambeth firm. Tmrnbull 
had then been dead five years. Once all- 
powerful in the business^ he possessed but 
the interest of a name to the young engineer 
just from college — it was what "& Co.*' 
might decide, and who they might be, and 
whether he could persuade them to ^'take 
him on" in his necessity. An expensive 
education had almost eAausted Burton's 
means. He was an orphan, with few friends. 
Imagine his anxiety till he heard — and then 
his joy; the firm appointed him to the 
subordinate position for which he had 
applied. 

Burton found himself posted to the electric 
power department, to the dynamo room. 
Orders were conveyed to him here by the 
chief engineer. He drew his pay at a central 
office, and as often as not from the hands of 
the manager himself. ^^ And Co ? '' Who was 
the ^^ & Co. ? " Burton soon found that 
it did not concern him. He ceased to in- 
quire. Tumbull has been dead ten years, 
and the young engineer does not know even 
now aft^ five years' work and promotion 
with the firm. 

Upon the morning that this story opens 
Burton's attention was called to one of the 
dynamos under his charge. The monstrous 
bee-like buzz given ofi by its six hundred re- 
volutions a minute did not himi altogether true 
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12 THE ELECTRIC THEFT 

to the engineer's ear. He mounted an iion 
step, and afterwards another, to pass along a 
grated gangway to the side of the machme. 
The massive wheel, studded upon the inner 
side of its broad circumference with lon^- 
tudinal bobbins of wire, was possessed with 
the fury of the hidden steam driving it: 
its iron heart of spokes were awhirl to a 
gauzy appearance like that of a house-fly's 
wings. 

There was nothing, however, very wrong. 
A summons to a blue-jacketted workman 
in charge at a neighbouring machine, and 
the friction was presently reduced, and the 
dynamo again running truly between its 
magnets. 

The engineer had now time to give at* 
tention. "Well, Thompson?" he inquired, 
turning to an office-boy who was waiting 
silently a few paces away upon the grated 
gangway. 

"The manager's compliments, sir, and 
he wishes to see you at the office." 

An expression of perplexity passed into 
Burton's face. He drew out a watch, con- 
sulting it with a glance. Tes, it was eleven 
o'clock — a most unusual hour to be asked 
for by the manager. What could he want 
him forT "I'll come," the engineer re- 
plied shortly. 

Burton retained the fresh complexion of a 
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THE APPOINTMENT 13 

ootmtiyman amidst the wear and tear of a 
city life. Fair, and with a light silky mous- 
tache, the face was alive, frank, healthy. 
For five-and-twenty he still looked boyish* 
**John," he said, presently, swinging im- 
pulsively into a room beyond the dynamo 
hall, ** I am wanted at the office about some- 
thing. Give me a brush down, will 
you ? '* 

There was a quantity of dust and cobwebs 
upon an elbow of his dark serge suit. It 
was removed. " Any smuts, John ? *' he 
asked, turning his face right and left. 

"No, sir." 

"Thanks." And the engineer was gone 
as impulsively as he had come. 

The central office at the Lambeth works 
is always quiet. The running of the ma- 
chines is not heard there. It is an oasis of 
silence amidst noise. After the roar and 
restlessness of the dynamo room. Burton's 
voice seemed to ring out to himself as he 
inquired of a clerk — "The manager sent 
for me T " 

" In his room, sir. If you " 

"All right. Don't trouble." . 

The engineer strode forwards to a plainly 
painted door, with a circularly grooved brass 
handle. He knocked. 

" Come in," a voice replied. 

Burton entered a lofty room, containing 
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14 THE ELECTRIC THEFT 

the usual office fumiture. Several maps 
hung upon its bare walls. The manager 
was seated at a flat table before a high win- 
dow. His bald head took a shine of light 
in the welcome of a half-rise from his chair. 
Their eyes met. 

'^ Tou have been wondering what I wanted 
you for, Burton ? Nothing wrong ! Noth- 
ing wrong! But sit down — wait, I had 
the paper with me just now — ah, here it 
is. Here it is,'' the manager repeated 
slowly, picking up and scanning a type- 
written paper. He paused reflectively. Sud- 
denly he raised his head with a quick action. 
" We have been asked to recommend an Eng- 
lish engineer — must be English — ^to take charge 
of the Athenian Electric Power Works at 
Athens — salary three hundred; good know- 
ledge of French, and some knowledge of 
Greek required. The ofier is for you to 
consider. Personally ^^ (and the manager 
laid an emphasis on the word, which, sHght 
as it was, caught Burton's ear), ^^ I shall not 
endeavour to influence you either way be- 
yond saying this — foreigners are foreigners, 
and I, myself, prefer to deal with English- 
men. You have done well, and you are 
doing well here. Still — But I have to 
find a man ! Tou are suitable, more suit- 
able than anyone I have got. I say again, 
the ofier is for you to consider," 
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THE APPOINTMENT 16 

"When should I have to start, sir?" 
the engineer asked. 

"Within a week, if possible," was the 
quick reply, "They would want you to 
leave for Athens within a fortnight at the 
outside." 

"Three hundred is tempting, sir," Burton 
replied after a pause, with a smile. 

" I guessed you would find it so," said the 
manager drily. 

There was silence. The men looked at 
one another. Presently the manager handed 
over a paper containing other particulars of 
the appointment. Burton read them through. 
He looked up again. 

"Is the Athenian Electric Power Com- 

Sany English or Greek owned, sir ? I would 
ke to know that. It seems to me that if I 
were to give up my place here, and- 



The manager held up his hand. "Now, 
there I am not at liberty to give you any 
information," he said firmly ; " nothing 
beyond this, you would go over with our 
recommendation, and the instructions of your 
new firm would meet you at Athens." 

Burton bowed. "Very well, sir. I will 

let you know as soon as possible which way 

I make up my mind." And he quitted the 

office. 

• ••••• 

The carriages which were to form the 
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16 THE ELECTRIC THEFT 

Continental express were just backing into 
Charing Cross Station. Their rounded roofs 
shone wet as they moved slowly in, coming 
under the radiance of an electric lamp. A 
white paper, caught by a bluster of wind, 
whirled nrom an entrance corridor among 
the scattered crowd of passengers awaiting 
the train. A foot unconsciously detained 
and printed it with a muddy mark. After- 
wards it blew upon the line, rolling limply 
over and over between the metals till the 
oncoming train hid it from sight. 

" We shall have a rough crossing to-night," 
a passenger remarked, gloomily. 

The tradn stopped. Its doors were thrown 
open here and there. A short, stout gentle- 
man, with a lady standing by his side, 
beckoned to a porter. " A First,'* he 
said. 

" This way — ^forward, sir." 

A few paces brought them to the carriage. 

*' Get in, Blanche," said the stout genUe- 
man. 

She obeyed with that nervous eagerness 
which many persons display when entering 
a train. The gentleman pointed to a pile 
of luggage upon the platform. " Fll have 
the portmanteau with me here," he said. 
** The rest may go in the van." 

The porter left them, to return in a few 
moments. ^^That is not mine," the gentle- 
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THE APPOINTMENT 17 

man remarked sharply, looking at the lug- 
gage upon the man's shoulder. ^^No — 
J. Green — Athens — via Paris, Marseilles^ 
Genoa, and Brindisi/' 

The mistake was soon rectified, and the 
portmanteau placed upon the rack. Pres- 
ently the gentleman entered the carriage, 
taking a comer seat opposite his companion. 
She raised a veil, and rising to her feet, and 
looking at the label of the portmanteau 
read aloud — ^** J. Green, Esquire. Passenger 
to Athens, via Paris, Marseilles, Genoa and 
Brindisi." It seemed to amuse her. She 
laughed. 

" Then you really have done it, papa," 
she remarked. **But why J Such a name 
too — Green ! And I to be Miss Green ? Do 
tell me, papa, why ? " 

The man she addressed as ^^ papa " 
turned a restless glance to right and left. 
There was no one to overhear. " Sit down, 
Blanche," he answered, roughly. " I won't 
have you joke about the matter, I told you 
so at home. I tell you again, I intend to 
call myself Green while in Greece, and you'll 
be Miss Green." 

"But, papa, I don't understand. Why 
should we call ourselves Green ? We never 
do here. We are not robbers or murderers." 
She laughed again, roguishly adding, " Oh, 
it does seem so funny! What would the 
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18 THE ELECTRIC THEFT 

Haywards say if they only knew 7 Miss 

Blanche Green — Blanche Green. Oh, dear 
jf 

" Hang the Haywards ! " said the father, 
angrily. " Can't I do as I like 7 I think I 
am well enough known. My name will be 
Green because I choose it to be Green. And 
yours for the same reason," 

" But, papa " 

"Besides, what %8 there that you see 
funny in it ? " he interrupted her. " Other 
folks travel incog. Why shouldn't I ? I 
have the money." 

" But they are royalties, papa, that do 
that sort of thing, not private people ! " 

" Royalties, or no royalties, I'll have 
no more said about it, Blanche. You'll 
do as I tell you. Here ! keep my place 
while I get a paper." And descending 
from the carriage in a very bad temper, 
"Mr Green'* walked towards the book- 
stall. 

Blanche Green (she resigned herself to the 
name with a sigh) watched the people hurry- 
ing by. Some were carrying multi-coloured 
blankets, others rugs. The crossing was going 
to be rough ! And how cold the wind was 
growing ! She stretched out a hand to 
close the carriage door which her father 
had left partly open. 

But at that moment the brass handle 
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was seized from outside, and a man, a stranger, 
came face to face with her. 

At this sudden appearance, Blanche drew 
shyly back. 

Burton was just starting for Athens. He 
entered hurriedly, taking the comer which 
her father had vacated. 

Blanche permitted their eyes to meet, 
afterwards she looked at the portmanteau 
directly overhead. 

Following the glance. Burton took her 
hint at once, saying — 

" Oh, pardon ! I did not notice. Per- 
haps this seat is engaged." He stood 
up. 

The engineer's tone was very courteous. 
Blanche Green gave a slight bow and a 
smile. "It is my father's," she answered, 
simply. 

"I should have seen," he apologised, 
moving away by the side of the blue- 
cushioned seat, and taking the comer farthest 
removed. 

Sometimes people are so rude. Blanche 
alwa]^ disliked to keep a seat for anyone. 
And the stranger had been so very willing 
to yield. She was slightly flushed, and feel- 
ing a little awkward, when her father re- 
turned. Green gave a careless glance at 
the new arrival, and settled himself down 
into his place, beginning to unfold a journaL 
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Once more the carriage door opened, a uni- 
form cap suddenly appearing. 

"Tickets, please!'^ 

Green submitted his own and his daugh- 
ter's. Then with a glance to the left, he 
made a long arm. 

"Thank you/* Burton said, responding 
to the courtesy of the short, stout gentle- 
man, and passing his ticket. Presently it 
was returned to hinu Tho door was closed 
and locked. 

"A rough night for crossing!'* the en- 
gineer remarked^ as the whistle sounded 
without, and the train started. 

Green shrugged his shoulders. "Yes," he 
repUed, " I never remember the streets more 
miserable for the time of year. I left my 
brougham just now with the wheels inches 
thick in mud." Green turned abruptly to 
his daughter. " By the way, Blanche, did 
you tell John about that inc^a-rubber tyre? 
I forgot." 

"Yes, papa, I did, just before we left 
home." 

A gust of wind caught the carriage win- 
dows, spattering them with rain, as the 
train left the shelter of the station. 

"You are crossing to-night?" Green ad- 
dressed the engineer. 

"Yes. And you ?'^ 

"Yes." 
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Blanclie smiled. *'I hope we shan't be 
very ill/' she remarked. 

" You are a bad sailor, perhaps 7 " 
Burton inquired^ sympathetically, turning 
to her. 

"Not so very," she replied. "But it is 
always so miserable in the train afterwards 
if one has been at all ill. It will be so 
cold, too. I always hate the Calais to Paris 
part." Bhe made a Uttle face of disgust. 

It was the engineer's turn to smile. " But 
Paris rewards you," he suggested. 

" We are not going to stop there," 
she answered, quickly. "We are going 
through." 

" Yes, we are going through," her father 
corroborated. 

" The Riviera ? " Burton suggested. 

" Farther — much farther," said Green. 
« Athens." 

" Via Brindisi T " 

" Via Brindisi." 

" That is my route ! " the engineer ex- 
claimed. "I am bound for Athens also. 
Strange that we should all be going via the 
Riviera. It is by no means the most direct 
road. I chose it chiefly because I wanted 
to see the Italian landscape beyond. The 
Riviera by moonlight is, they say, also weU 
worth seeing." 

Blanche turned triumphantly to her father. 
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22 THE ELECTRIC THEFT 

** Now who was right ? '* she exclaimed. 
" I told you the scenery would be worth 
seeing." 

"Well, you'll see it," said Green, indul- 
gently; and with a yawn he began to read 
his journal 

Burton was going to Greece to take up 
the appointment with the Athenian Electric 
Power Works. The three hundred a year 
offered with the new post was a considerable 
increase upon the salair that he had been 
receiving from Tumbull & Co. Neverthe- 
less the money alone would not have influ- 
enced the engineer to change. Burton had 
been disagreeably impressed by the manager's 
want of enthusiasm towards the new post. 
There seemed something mysterious about it. 
Accepting the post, was almost like taking 
a leap into the dark. But Burton had a 
particular hobby, and an expensive one. He 
was a man who found his chief pleasure in 
a prolongation of his profession. Burton 
aimed at being an inventor, an electrical 
inventor, appljong professional knowledge 
to the development of a certain acoustic 
machine. A considerable measure of success 
had already attended his efforts. The en- 
gineer was wanting money to carry his in- 
vention to a startling perfection. It was 
here that the offer of an increased salary 
had decided hinu 
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A common destination is a bond of sym- 
pathy between travellers: and Blanche 
Green was unaffected by nature. She had 
fully made up her mind that she was going 
to enjoy Athens. "I simply long for its 
sunshine/' she confided presently to their 
new acquaintance. 

And Blanche looked like a girl who would 
enjoy herself! Burton found himself fancy- 
ing the face more and more as he gazed at 
it. There was no nonsense about the dark, 
piquant little countenance. The rich colour 
of the generously curved lips set ofi a sUght 
paleness of the complexion. The active, 
plump little figure seemed resiiessly ready 
and anxious to go anywhere and do any- 
thing. 

Burton was not so much attracted by 
the father. The smooth-shav^i upper lip 
was too long, the whole countenance too 
heavy, solid, and irresponsive between its 
old-fashioned, mutton-chop whiskers. 

People do not like to lose their property, 
and no matter how wealthy travellers may 
be, luggage is always more or less of a 
worry to them unless it be registered, and 
responsibiUty for its safety entirely removed 
from their hands by the system in vogue 
upon the Continent. It was a miserable 
night when the express steamed slowly forth 
upon Dover pier. The confusion of arrival 
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was accentuated by the discomforts of 
wind, rain, and a broad stretching darkness 
under which the sea was lashing sullenly. 
It was a situation to divorce at once any 
mere acquaintances such as the Greens and 
Burton. They lost sight of one another. 
Nor did they meet again among the crowd 
upon the boat. In the train at the other 
side. Burton caught a glimpse of the others 
as they entered the wagon-lit. 

At Paris, at the Gare de Lyon, the ac- 
quaintanceship was renewed, and they en- 
tered the corridor train for the south to- 
gether. 

Green liked a good dinner. He also liked 
to talk. Towards the evening of the day 
following their departure &om Charing 
Cross, and when the train was entering 
upon the Riviera, the engineer found him- 
self invited to join the Greens at their table 
in the dining-car. Dinner was a la carte, 
and it would commit him to no greater ex- 
pense. The en^eer accepted with pleasure. 

They entered the dining-car forthwith, 
taking seats in crimson, plush-covered chairs 
at one of several little oblong tables, covered 
with snowy linen, and ranged along each, 
side of the car. Other people came in. The 
tables filled up with groups beyond and be- 
hind. Presentiy a taU, flashily-dressed man 
seated himself at the table next theirs. 
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•* What a funny-lookmg man I " Blanche 
remarked in a whisper. 

Burton glanced cautiously round. The dark 
fellow at the next table, she must mean. 
He was looking hard at 

Burton turned about to see what was 
attracting the stranger's attention. Ah ! 
the diamond rings which Miss Green was 
wearing. 

"An Italian, I fancy," the engineer re- 
plied, " probably bound for Monte Carlo, 
and the tables." 

Dinner progressed. Green ordered cham- 
pagne. The engineer chose claret. An ex- 
quisite salad of deUcate yellow-white endive 
called for Blanche's special approbation. It 
was all very comfortable, indeed luxurious. 
The train began to bore in and out of the 
tunnels by the coast. The rocks were dyed 
deep with the shades of falling night; blu£E 
followed blufi, bay swept after bay in glitters 
of moonUt wave. Though Blanche was 
tired, she could not tear herself away from 
the pleasures of the scene, and when Green 
proposed to Burton an adjournment to 
a smoking compartment, she suggested that 
she should take cofiee with them. " I'll 
keep you company for just one cigar," she 
said, "and afterwards I'll go straight to 
bed, I promise, papa." 

They rose to their feet» and using the 
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corridor intercommunicatioii, again settled 
themselves cosily into a smoking compart- 
ment at the end of a car next the wagon-lit 

" Try one of mine," Burton said, hospit- 
ably, tendering his cigar case to Green. 

Cofiee was served to them on a handsome 
brass tray. Battle-a-rattle, rattle-a-rattle, 
went the train rhythmically through the 
moonlit night; then iron-roaring through 
a tunnel, and out by the quietness of more 
sleeping sea. The air grew milder as they 
advanced ; the world seemed to grow so beauti- 
ful that there was no longer trouble in it. 

Blanche drew down the window, and gaz- 
ing, grew sleepy. 

Time passed. A footstep sounded in the 
corridor. The Italian-like looking man was 
passing by them towards the wagon-lit. A 
door banged to, with the loose, trainy rattle 
that such doors have. Blanche sighed. 

" They are all going to bed. I am going 
too," she said, rising to her feet. 

Green kissed her. " Sleep well ! " he said. 

" You must be very tired. Good-night 1 " 
said the engineer, rising to his feet. 

" Good-night ! " Blanche responded, with 
a smile. 

Burton sat down again. She left them, 
turning into the corridor. Again the men 
heard the trainy rattle of the corridor door as 
she opened it against the stops. She must 



Digitized by 



Googk 



THE APPOINTMENT 27 

Have had time to cross the mtercommtmica- 
tion with the wagon-lit, when suddenly her 
scream rang out, and as quickly with a crash 
the door seemed to swing to upon it. 

The two men started to their feet like 
one. What was happening ? 
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CHAPTER II 

AK EXTRAORDINABY ROBBERY 

And here was the name — Eeginald Burton ! 
To read the announcement of the appoint- 
ment in the " Efemeris " ! * To know that 
by no fault of his own he was supplanted 
thus ! To feel what people were saying ! 
It was bitter, bitter. Dhokos had just bought 
the paper. He tore it furiously into halves. 

And then the question of future employ- 
ment. Who would employ him after this ? 
Of what use to say, " Yes, there was a 
robbery at the Athenian Electric Power 
Works, but I could not discover it. I was 
innocent." 

Innocent ! He was dismissed ; that showed 
what they thought, and the character they 
would give. 

* A Greek joomal, published in Athena. 
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The Englishman, Reginald Burton, would 
arrive in ten days at the latest. Dhokos 
clenched his hands in fury. Was it not 
still possible to give the he to Athenian 
gossip which was saying that he was dis- 
missed for theft ? Could he discover noth- 
ing T Was the mysterious robbery from the 
works to remain impenetrable, and to ruin 
his character ? 

The discrepancy between the coal con- 
sumption and the electrical production was 
glaring, and not to be denied. There wm 
a thief. Dhokos would not deny the fact 
either to himself or to anyone. But who 
was it T And how was the theft of electric 
current effected ? And where did it go to, 
and for what purpose ? For the thousandth 
time the questions maddened the Greek 
engineer, driving him passionately back to- 
wards the Athenian Electric Power Works. 

Presently the white buildings were in sight. 
The men were getting up steam for the 
night electrical supply: billows of smoke 
were rolling from the throat of the tall chim- 
ney, and drifting away black and broad 
under the blue sky towards Hymettus. Soon 
Dhokos entered the yard. 

" Where are you shovelling that coal to ? ** 
he asked, savagely, an impotent suspicion 
blazing from his black eyes. 

But the answer was satisfactory. . 
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Dhokos ground his teeth, and turning 
away, entered the machine-room with the 
quick stealthy movement of a cat. 

In a moment his glance went everywhere, 
as it had done hundreds of times before. 
He knew that there was something wrong. 
And yet — ^Alexis was oiling, Achilles polishing, 
Demetri, Niko, and the others preparing 
to swing out a dynamo for repair. 

The men did not seem to notice his en- 
trance amidst the roar of the machinery. 
Dhokos's eyes grew smaller with suppressed 
rage. He passed quickly up and along a 
gangway, and quicker still was gazing down 
upon a hissing boiler-room beyond. He 
watched as a cat watches a mouse. The 
men were busily feeding the red furnaces 
with long shovels. Not one was idling. The 
heaps of small, greasy steam coal were neither 
too large nor too small. Pish! but it was 
impossible to find fault. 

And yet Dhokos knew that somewhere 
there must be a thief and a traitor. 

Once more he turned to the djmamo-room, 
and looking upon the roar and whirl of its 
machinery, grew cool with the fixed deter- 
mination of considering how robbery could 
possibly be effected. Presently he was 
examining the machines in detail. From 
Numbers 1 to 18 all were correct and in good 
running order with no suspicion of a leak. 
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It was astonishing. Dhokos looked at the 
floor, at the roof, he looked helplessly at 
his hands. It wm astonishing ! 

And yet somewhere there was a thief 
who must be looking and laughing at his 
perplexity. Dhokos lit a cigarette. Now 
through this puS, and now through that, 
he looked askance at the men. Which ? 
Their faces told him nothing. Whoever 
robbed, robbed when and how ? 

A draught struck Dhokos's face. He 
shifted carefully away from it, strolling to the 
end of an iron gangway. A railing was 
here. He leant his arms upon it, looking 
down upon a small floor of square flag-stones. 
" The robbery must cease whenever I ap- 
pear," he reflected. " It can only be carried 
on during my absence. Yes, I must be 
watched." 

Dhokos touched the ash-tip of the cigar- 
ette with his little finger. The grey dust 
fell loosely downwards upon a rumpled pile 
of arsenic-green tarpaulin. " I must con- 
ceal myself and watch. It is my only 
chance," he reflected. " But where ? " 

Dhokos looked at the bare walls void 
of angles, at the thin, iron-beamed roof, 
at the whirUng machines, and at the grated 
gangways. Not one of them offered cover. 
He looked helplessly at his cigarette. In 
a sudden return of his former rage, he drew 
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and whified forth a cloud of smoke. It 
went out in a line above the green tarpaulin^ 
and then gradually rose at a slant, guiding 
his eye to a gigantic steel hook hanging over 
the stone flags. Demetri, Niko, and the 
others would presently use this with its 
pulley to swing the dead weight of the djm- 
amo. Dhokos stared at it. Suddenly the 
sullen rage of his eyes brightened to some 
thought, and turning sharply to the right, 
he shouted — 

" Xenophon ! '• 

**Sir," the foreman answered, coming to 
his side. 

Dhokos directed the man's attention to 
the arsenic-green tarpaulin lying upon the 
flags below. " Why has that been left 
here ? " he asked. " It will rot with the 
damp. Hang it upon the hook after the 
men have finished swinging Number 19." 
Dhokos pointed to the curved, shining steel 
overhead. 

The order which Dhokos had just given 
seemed very simple and natural. Never- 
theless, it concealed a ruse to discover the 
robbery. When night came, and the tar- 
paulin's heavy folds were pendent from the 
massive hook, Dhokos intended to watch 
his opportunity and slip inside of them. 
A pair of smaU pointed scissors with which 
he would provide himself would open out 
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eye-holes. Afterwards lie would wait to see 
how and by whom the machines were robbed 
of electric current. 

A small wood of stone pines lies close by 
the marble quarries of Pentelicus. It is 
reached by a path passing across an ex- 
panse of moor growing heather and myrtle. 
The trees, the white gleam of a comer of 
the quarries, and the moor with its purple 
and ught golden green, made a very beauti- 
ful but solitary scene under the rich sim- 
shine of the day when Dhokos came to the 
resolution narrated above. 

Night had fallen when a horseman, who 
had ridden rapidly from Athens through 
Cephisia, arrived at the edge of the moor. 
At first he climbed upwards, the horse's 
shoes clattering against, and striking fire 
from the rocks. Afterwards he passed over 
a ridge, coming upon the level and soil. 
Gloom was to the left and right. A red 
glare, like a fiery cloud, shimmered above 
a dark mass ahead. He rode towards this, 
following the path. Presently the silence 
of the moor was yielding noise — ^a clink 
of hammers. Then the glare strengthened 
and strengthened, casting light downwards 
upon the murky summits of the little wood. 
The horseman pressed on, in among the 
trees. A furnace building, with flames com- 
ing from a square chimney, suddenly showed 
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itself at the centre of a clearing. Men were 
moving about it. He rode among them. 

His arrival was expected. A man took 
charge of his horse. Another accompanied 
him to the building with the square chim- 
ney. He passed inside. A ruddy glow from 
the open door of the furnace fell upon him. 
He was tall and well-dressed. His face 
was round, dark, and snub-nosed, with a 
slight scar over the right eye. 

It would have been difficult for an ordin- 
ary person to say what work the men were 
doing under the low pitched roof. Some 
were hammering, others were pouring molten 
lead into moulds, and others again were 
ladling a very pale yellow liquid from large 
tun-like vessels into smaller oblong recep- 
tacles. Everywhere was a pungent smell 
which caught the breath. 

But an eye accustomed to the techni- 
calities of electrical manufacture would have 
recognised the finished article as it stood 
in a pile of heavy-looking packages at one 
side of the workshop. It was an accumu- 
lator factory. 

An accumulator consists in its simplest 
form of two leaden plates, to each of which 
is attached a wire. These plates are im- 
mersed, close together, but not touching, 
in a trough containing diluted sulphuric 
acid* If a current of electricity be now 
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passed from the one plate to the other, a 
chemical action is set up which will, certain 
conditions being fulfilled, possess the power 
of returning the electricity that has been 
absorbed in the form of chemical energy. 
It becomes possible then by means of an 
accumulator to "tin" electrical force, and 
move it from its point of original produc- 
tion, and apply it again wherever it may 
be required. A motor car, miles away from 
the dynamo which first produced ite elec- 
trical force, may thus be driven by accumu- 
lators. It is as if the steam of an engine 
could be canned, carried away, and set free 
to do work in the boiler of a second engine. 

The horseman inspected this, that, and 
the other work which was busily proceed- 
ing. Everything was satisfactory. "Fetch 
the mules, and load up," he ordered. 

The door of an outbuilding was now opened. 
Nine mules equipped with wooden pack 
saddles were led forth, and brought round 
to the factory. The accumulators were 
carried out and strapped longitudinally 
right and left of the saddles. Then every- 
thing was ready. " March ! " said the horse- 
man, mounting and leading the way. 

The dynamo room of the Athenian Elec- 
tric Power Works stands at one side of a 
square yard. Its row of windows faces the 
entrance gates in a long line, and its outer 
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dead wall forms a portion of the fence of the 
enclosure. Immediately behind the djmamo- 
room is a wood, then a sandy waste sinking 
gradually to the uneven banks of the river 
Ilissos. It was almost midnight when the 
laden mules, led by the horseman, crossed 
the dry bed of the Hissos, and began to 
advance uphill over the sandy waste. Away 
upon the left the moon was just then rising 
behind the Parthenon, and showed the great 
building squarely massive and black against 
a sky slowly lighting into a delicate, trans- 
parent green. Men and mules moved with 
such silence that the buzz of the dynamos 
could be distinctly heard. They halted at 
the edge of the wood, and two of the mule- 
teers, producing spades, began to dig in the 
sand. A dozen rungs of a concealed ladder 
were soon uncovered. A vigorous lift, and 
the rest soon came free of itself. It was 
a forty-rung ladder, and carrying it 
between them, and followed by the others, the 
men moved forward into the shadow of the 
wood. The wall of the dynamo-room soon con- 
fronted them. They raised the ladder upon 
end, lowering its top very gently against it 
through the dusk. The horseman dismounted, 
and removing his boots, began to ascend. 
He climbed over a parapet, descending 
cautiously into a broad lead gutter. For 
a few moments the man now remained 
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motionless^ listening. Then he stooped to 
the slope of the roof before him, and inch 
by inch began to sUde a tile to one side. 
Presently it was possible to look below, to 
the great d3niamos and the men attending 
to them. The man upon the roof scrutin- 
ised everything with keen, hawk-like glances 
which passed unsuspectingly over the green 
tarpaulin where Dhokos was standing con- 
cealed. His examination seemed to satisfy 
him. Stooping his head to the aperture 
just made in the tiles, he gave a low but 
penetrating whistle. At the sound the work- 
men below turned their faces upwards, and 
their foreman came immediately under him. 

" You are ready for us ? " the man upon 
the roof inquired. 

" Yes, Stavinski," was the reply. " Dhokos 
has not been here since early this afternoon, 
and Niko is on guard at the gate." 

" Good ! We will be with you in a mo- 
ment." Stavinski withdrew his head. Pres- 
ently he was cautiously hailing the men 
waiting in the shadow of the wood. " One 
of you come up with the rope ladder. Let 
the rest unload, and begin work. Quick ! " 

There was a short delay. Afterwards the 
dark figure of one of the muleteers began 
to ascend. Stavinski waited till the man's 
shoulders were on a level with the coping 
of the parapet, then he relieved him of a 
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rope-ladder, placing it upon the lead gutter. 
" Lay hold here," Stavinski said, motion- 
ing the muleteer to the hole in the roof, and 
guiding his hands to a wooden bar. " Now, 
together— lift ! " 

Li a trice a cunningly constructed trap- 
door was raised and turned with its cover 
of tiles silently back upon the roof. The 
rope-ladder was lowered through the orifice, 
and its upper end made fast. Stavinski 
began to descend, passing through a black 
network of iron girders, then by a wheel 
with a tire flashing in its revolutions like 
silver, afterwards by the swiftly travelling 
bands of the leather belt, swaying giddily 
among the glare lower and lower till he 
reached the floor. 

The robbery which now took place was 
executed very methodically under Stavin- 
ski's direction. There were nineteen dyn- 
amos in the hall. Numbers 1 to 18 were 
running, but 19 had been swung out that 
afternoon, and was not in use. The ac- 
cumulators, with which the nine mules had 
been laden, were presently raised by means 
of ropes from the wood to the roof, to be 
re-lowered through the trap-door. Work 
was begun upon Number 1 dynamo, and its 
current tapped and turned into the first ac- 
cumulator sent down. The theft effected, 
the men moved to Number 2, and the 
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first accumulator being returned full, another 
empty one was lowered. The advantage 
of the method was evident. In the case 
of an alarm, there was never more than one 
accumulator to be despatched swiftly out 
of sight. 

The thieves worked from Numbers 1 to 
10 without interruption. They were about 
to begin with Number II, when Niko gave 
warning that someone was approaching the 
building. An accumulator had not yet come 
down for Number II. Stavinski hurriedly 
mounted the rope-ladder. It was drawn 
up after him, and the trap-door closed. 

Ten minutes passed before the alarm was 
proved groundless. The theft was then con- 
tinued. Thirteen, fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, 
and seventeen were all successfully tapped. 
Eighteen lay by itself in an angle of the hall, 
close to where nineteen should have been 
running, but was not. The position neces- 
sitated a carriage of the heavy accimiulator 
along a narrow gangway. Stavinski moved 
forward to superintend the operation, station- 
ing himself at first by the iron railing im- 
mediately beneath which Dhokos was stand- 
ing in the green shroud of the tarpaulin. 
Presently the men were close upon him, 
carrying the weight of the oblong accumu- 
lator awkwardly between them, and Stavin- 
ski shifted farther away to the side of the 
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dynamo that they were about to tap. The 
wall now confined him so that he could not 
clearly see their manipulation of the ma- 
chine's terminals^ and he began to clamber 
across the machine to work round to their 
other side. It was a feat that should not 
have been dangerous with a careful placing 
of the hands and feet: and Stavinski's 
head had risen above the highest curve of 
the machine, when suddenly he seemed to 
slip, giving a piercing cry. In a moment 
a terrific convulsion seized upon his body 
as it came into contact with the electric 
current. 

The accident had scarcely happened when 
one of the two men busy with the 
accumulator stopped the djmamo ; #^nd 
Stavinski rolling over, legs and *ms 
intermingled, fell heavily from the machine 
upon the iron grating. He lay like a dead 
man. 

The workmen crowded to the spot from 
all parts of the hall. 

" How did it happen ? " they asked. 

"Stand back, you fools. Give him air," 
the foreman ordered. 

But as fast as a man pressed back, another 
pressed forward to peer at the prostrate 
body. The confusion increased. Deprived of 
their leader, the men seemed unable to do any- 
thing. A coward grew timorous. "Dhokos 
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may come and find hinu We had better 
run for it," lie suggested. 

The thieves were impressed to the point 
of panic. They began to crowd back along 
the narrow gangway. The foreman saw that 
he must act, and at once, if he were to pre- 
vent them deserting in a body. Suddenly 
mounting the now motionless dynamo, he 
drew out a revolver. 

" Halt there ! I'll shoot the first man 
who passes beyond Number 17," he shouted 
in a voice of thunder. 

The crowd hesitated. One man went 
on. 

"Not another step, Demetri, or I fire," 
the foreman warned him. 

The man stood still, and stifEened like a 
stone. 

" What are you afraid of ? " the foreman 
asked, scornfully, holding the eyes of the 
crowd with his. " Line out there, you men, 
and make a way. More to the right — 
so. Come here, Demetri, and you, Achilles. 
Lift him" — ^the foreman pointed to the 
body of Stavinski — " and carry him to the 
ladder. Quick!" 

Stavinski was still senseless, his face deadly 
pale. Raising the limp body between 
them, the men began to carry it towards 
the rope-ladder. The foreman followed im- 
mediately behind, revolver in hand. As they 
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brushed by the Kne of workmen standing 
aside to make way, the latter closed in after 
them, trampling anxiously over the iron 
gratings. The ladder was soon reached, and 
the body laid down. A rope which had 
been used for lowering the accumulators 
was now passed under Stavinski's arms and 
knotted into a loop. Next, the injured man 
was handed into a sitting position, and the 
order given to draw him up. The rope 
tightened. The men who had been sup- 
porting Stavinski drew back, and the body 
began to rise, its head nestling helplessly 
upon its shoulder. The thieves watched it 
go up, up, dangling and twirling amidst the 
iron rafters. Presently it disappeared through 
the trap-door. 

An uncharged accumulator had been left 
lying by Number 18 when the accident 
took place. The foreman ordered it to be 
raised to the roof, and each man to return 
to the work that he was engaged upon 
before the robbery began. The dynamo 
hall was presenting its usual appearance 
when buckets of cold water from the engine- 
room were sent aloft, and following these, 
the foreman hastily ascended the rope- 
ladder. 

He found Stavinski lying upon his back 
in the gutter, with two of the muleteers 
kneeling in the dusk by his side. Stavinski 
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had as yet given no sign of consciousness; 
his teeth were clenched, his pulse scarcely 
to be detected, his eyes wide open and 
staring. 

The injured man's coat, waistcoat, and 
shirt were hurriedly removed, leaving him 
nude to the waist. Bucket after bucket of 
water was now hurled full against Stavinski's 
chest. 

At first the rude coimter-shock seemed 
to take no effect. Then the white breast 
heaved strugglingly. Stavinski gave a deep 
moan. 

The men paused. 

Afterwards they again renewed their efforts, 
dashing the water upon his chest with less 
force. 

Presently a spasm passed over the 
deadly pale coimtenance; the teeth groimd 
against each other ; the eyes rolled. 
Gradually the effort at recovery seemed 
to pass lower into the body, and the legs 
and arms began to twiteh. Then of a 
sudden the whole form partook of an 
agonised, strugghng convulsion, and Stavinski 
sat up, looking wUdly round at the men, 
and shuddered. 

One of the muleteers produced a wooden 
bottle of raki. " There, there, you are all 
right now," he said, soothingly, "Come, 
drink!'* 
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But the teeth clenched again. Stavinsld 
could neither speak nor drink. 

The men now moistened his lips with the 
spirit. Afterwards they rubbed some upon 
his chest. The beats of his heart grew 
stronger. His teeth unlocked. Stavinski gave 
a long sigh. " Where am I ? What is 
the matter ? " he asked, sleepily. His eyes 
began to glaze. 

" Quick, make him drink. He is 
fainting again," said the foreman. The 
fiery spirit was sent down in a sudden 
flood. And with a flush of colour, and gasps, 
Stavinski came to. 

They asked him how he felt, where he was 
hurt. 

" More raid ! ** Stavinski gasped, hoarsely. 
"More!" 

The men waited. He was fighting for 
breath. It seemed as if the convulsed, naked 
figure would never gather strength enough 
to speak. At last Stavinski began, expiring 
each word with a tremendous effort of the 
chest. 

" There is a spy below — ^in the tar- 
paulin. The gleam of his eyes made me 
start and fall. Let the chain go with a run. 
The hook will dash out his brains." Stavin- 
ski paused, panting. 

" A spy ! " the foreman gasped, blankly, 

" A spy ! " said the muleteers. 
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"Yes. KiU him!'* said Stavinski with 
a last effort of fierceness: and he fell back 
in another faint. 

A second later the foreman was impeta* 
onsly descending the rope-ladder. 
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CHAPTER in 

THE ACCIDENT 

Blanche Green had opened the door lead- 
ing into the wagon-lit, and had just stepped 
into its corridor, when an extraordinary 
appearance outside the row of windows on 
the left took her instantaneous attention. 
Showers of blue, green, and yellow sparks 
of an intense vividness were being thrown 
up from the track. There followed almost 
immediately a plunging, grating motion of 
the car. She shrieked. A sudden shock 
threw her violently, shoulder first, against the 
mahogany door of Number 1 sleeping cabin. 
A long row of electric lights became ex- 
tinguished. Her feet, herself, the whole end 
of the wagon seemed to rise up, high and 
higher, till the corridor was upon a deep 
slant. She clung to the handle of a door. 
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Everything seemed to turn over amidst a 
dreadful outburst of screams. There was 
a crash of glass, and she was falling through 
gloom — she knew not where. 

Blanche's father and Burton were more 
lucky in their experience. The shock of 
derailment occurred just as they were rush- 
ing into the corridor from the smoking com- 
partment. As they felt it, the wheels seemed 
to catch, there was a dead stoppage and, 
they found themselves carried off their feet, 
and sliding anyhow along the floor of the 
corridor to the intercommunication door. 

Beyond a few bruises neither of the two 
men were hurt. They rose to their feet 
immediately. The door communicating with 
the wagon-lit had jammed fast with the 
force of the accident. It was some time 
before they could open it, and then only 
with the aid of others. Green was about 
to launch himself blindly through in search 
of his daughter, when Burton seized him by 
the arm. The quick eyes of the younger 
man had perceived that there was but half 
of the connection platform between the two 
carriages left under the waterproof weather- 
hood, and that the wagon-lit it-self had dis- 
appeared. 

It was a drop of two or three feet to 
the track lying beneath. Burton jumped 
it, and then helped the older man more 
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carefully down. The wheels of the carriage 
which they had just quitted were still upon 
the metals, but its body had been wrenched 
askew by the force of the shock. It was 
necessary to move round to the right before 
they could see what had happened ; then 
the horror of the scene burst upon them. 

The accident had taken place as the ex- 
press was traversing the brow of La Falaise 
Yerte. This celebrated clifE falls to the sea 
by three slopes, the last an almost vertical 
precipice two hundred feet deep. It is miles 
away from any human habitation, and de- 
rives its name from the green grass — slippery 
as ice at certain seasons of the year — which 
extends almost the entire way from its sum- 
mit to the rocky shelves marking the 
beginning of the second slope. 

It has been stated that the night was 
clear, with stars, and a bright moonlight. 
The formation of the great clifE was such 
that the precipice at its foot was hidden 
where the men stood. But the upper slopes, 
grey-green with grass, and then black with 
rock, were to be seen distinctly. Their weight 
seemed to be suspended, to be ready to 
break away and launch themselves thimder- 
ously towards the sea, glittering hundreds of 
feet below. 

The position of the wrecked train was 
dramatic in the extreme. The engine, sunk 
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to one side as if lamed, and with its fire-box 
burst open and gushing flames, was lying 
half-way down the first slope of the clifi. 
It seemed a miracle that the iron mass should 
have paused in its downward course. Steam 
was escaping from it in jets and clouds, 
with a prodigious noise that was by times 
a hiss, a scream, a muffled roar as the white 
vapour thickened round. Coals had spilt 
out upon the grey-green turf, and lay there 
black. The first two wagons had " pinched " 
against the rear of the tender, collapsing 
into a confused wreckage of beams, cushions, 
wheels, broken glass. This medley curved 
over the side of the track down the slope. 
People were beginning to disentangle them- 
selves from it. 

Elsewhere and lower down the clifi, resting 
partly upon the first and partly upon the 
second slope, lay the wagon-lit upon its 
side. Breaking its couplings, it had swayed 
round, and launched itself down the clifE till 
checked by the friction of the rocks. Its 
length lay pointing towards the sea. The 
remainder of the train was upon the metals 
in safety. 

It was a terrible position for a father. 
Green was white as death. Burton, too, 
felt powerless as he looked down upon the 
wagon-lit. There were neither ropes nor 
ladders available for the purposes of rescue. 
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and the grassy slope gave no foothold as 
they tried it, being slippery as ice. Suddenly 
the shimmer of a glass panel caught the 
young man's eye. 

" Look ! they are alive. They are trying to 
open the door," he shouted. 

The wagon-lit was lying upon its side, 
corridor uppermost. The difficulty of open- 
ing the door from below was evident to both 
men. It rose a few inches, then fell back. 
The efEort was repeated. It failed. There 
was a pause. The door began to rise again. 
They could see the end of a stick pushing 
it wider and wider open. There was a sudden 
final thrust, and the leaf of varnished wood 
turned well over, faUing back upon the side 
of the carriage. 

The two men waited with an intense anxiety 
to see who would climb forth. Presently they 
saw the shoulders of a man working and 
struggling up. Soon he was free. They re- 
cognised the Italian-like looking man who had 
sat near to them at dinner. 

Green shouted to him. 

It was useless. No human voice could 
carry through the roar of the escaping 
steam. 

A second man, assisted by the Italian, 
began to clamber through the opening. A 
door lower, near the sea, was opened, and 
then another, and another. Men and women 
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struggled forth. They had emerged from a 
terrible situation. They saw another — ^the 
sea — gleaming hundreds of feet below. They 
clung to the side of the wagon as if it were 
a raft. 

Green and Burton waited in agonised sus- 
pense. Blanche did not appear. Was she 
lying crushed and dead within the carriage ? 

It was impossible for the two men to make 
their voices carry to the crowd below, the 
noise of the escaping steam was still too great. 
They pointed to the carriage, signifying that 
someone was still within. 

But to sign to a crowd — a crowd dis- 
tracted with terror ! It was minutes before 
anyone seemed to understand. Then, just 
as the man whose attention they had at- 
tracted was making for one of the open 
doors, something appeared to happen. He 
paused, looking away and up to the left. 
The eyes of those about him turned in the 
same direction. The iron mass of the en- 
gine was threatening to descend upon them ; 
earth was coming down in runlets. At that 
moment sound other than that of the roar- 
ing steam came up to where Burton and 
Green were standing — ^a waU, like the wail 
of those who sink with a vessel ; and right 
and left, and anyhow, those who had been 
clinging to the side of the wagon-lit suddenly 
left it for the shelving rocks. 
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A woman slipped. She fell backwards^ 
clutching at a man. They struggted hard 
for life till they reached the last slope, 
and it was useless. They pitched forwards. 
They disappeared. 

The crowd realised that an awful death 
awaited them if they should miss their foot- 
ing. It was impossible for them to ascend 
the sUppery grass slope, even as far as an 
outcropping seam of rock ; and terrified at 
the prospect of the ponderous engine crash- 
ing down, the panic-stricken people began 
to clamber away to the right on their hands 
and knees, moving from rocky ledge to 
rocky ledge as these came easiest. While 
Green and Burton were looking breathlessly 
down upon the black figures, it became 
evident that the configuration of the slope 
was gradually crowding them together. 
Presently they were wedged with scarcely 
standing room upon a ledge — they could 
go no farther — but they appeared to be 
safe from the engine's track if she should 
come down. 

Seconds passed, growing more and more 
unbearable in their agonising suspense. Still 
the engine did not descend. Still the wagon- 
lit lay like a great lifeless carcase, and 
Blanche did not appear. " Can we do 
nothing ? '' Green- asked his companion, with 
a despairing groan. 
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Tears were in Burton's eyes. If he 
could have helped the wretched father ! But 
how ? What was there that he could use ? 
The cUfE! The seal A vessel in the 
distance ! 

" By Heavens ! but I can't bear it ! " 
Burton exclaimed, turning away with a sob. 

And yet, no ! He must not leave the 
miserable father. And as Burton paused, his 
eyes came round again upon the clifE, the 
sea, the vessel in the distance. A yellow 
lantern was shining from the mast of the 
latter. 

Presently the light took the engineer's 
attention. He found his mind endeavour- 
ing to distract itself with the colour, com- 
paring it with a Welsbach gas lamp, with 
an electric arc light, with gold, with a certain 
brass tray upon which cofEee had been served 
to them in the train. The last thought, 
again, and in spite of himself, brought his 
mind intensely back to the remembrance 
of the bright-faced girl who had then been 
with them, who was now — ^ 
. Burton sank his glance with a sudden 
shudder down the grey-green slope towards 
the wagon-lit. The glow of the vessel's 
lantern was still in his eyes. Perhaps it was 
this optical illusion of a yellow spot moving 
down the grey-green slope which gave him 
his idea. But, however his brain may have 
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acted, he turned suddenly away, shouting, 
^^ Hurrah ! I have it. I think I can get 
down to her." 

It was the work of a few moments to run 
to the portion of the train still remaining 
upon the metals. Burton clambered in at 
the end of the corridor, making straight for 
the compartment where he and Green had 
been smoking when the accident took place. 
A glance showed him a brass tray lying with 
some broken cofEee-cups upon the floor. 
He picked it up, and returned to the edge 
of the grey-green slope. 

A few hurried words now explained to 
Green his determination to toboggan 
upon the tray down the slope to the 
wagon-lit. If this girl were alive, and the 
engine gave him time, he would bring her 
out. 

There was not a second to lose. It was 
a miracle that the mass of the engine had 
not already crashed upon the car. A choice 
of position for his attempt was soon made. 
The grass would carry lum so far, and he 
must take his chance with the seam of rock. 
And yet, if he did not travel straight and 
should miss the end of the car, odds were 
that he would carry on over the precipice 
into the sea. "But good-bye, and good 
luck ! *' said the engineer ; and, live or die^ 
he was o£E. 
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It was a fair and gallant start, the tray 
taking a straight line for the end of the 
wagon-Ut with an immediate, rapid, and 
sUghtly undulating descent. The first por- 
tion of the grassy slope was covered in seconds. 
Then came the critical point, the outcropping 
seam of chippy, weathered rock half-way 
down the slope. Burton was upon it with 
a grind, with scarcely time for calculation. 
His impetus was checked. He felt himself 
pitching over. But a leech-like grip of the 
tray saved him, turning the pitch forwards 
into a twist to one side. A rock cut into 
his finger, scarifying it almost to the bone. 
Then he was out again upon the grass, travel- 
ling on a course that threatened to make 
him miss the end of the wagon-Ut. It was 
a prospect of almost certain death. Burton 
gave himself the chances of another ten 
yards' descent. The tray still headed for 
the precipice, and he could not succeed in 
guiding it away. Burton determined to 
abandon it. He threw himself suddenly back, 
his shoulder-blades coming against the grass 
slope, and with a violent muscular effort 
changed his plunging descent upon the tray 
for a diagonal roll towards the car. His 
body took the new motion with scarcely a 
pause, twirling over and over like a child 
when it plays at rolling downhill. It was 
an affair of seconds, and Burton just did it 1 
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Theape was nothing to spare when he wildly 
clutched the end of a fractured brake-pipe, 
and, with his feet swinging round, came thud 
against the wheels of the bogie. 

The first shock past. Burton pulled him* 
self to his feet. He was dizzy with the de- 
scent, and scarcely able to see as he held 
by the brake-pipe. Presently his head was 
clearer; he had ceased to sway from side 
to side like a drunken man. The poised 
mass of the engine looked more terrible from 
where he was now. A touch, a breath of air, 
seemed enough to bring it down upon him. 
Burton stooped hastily, grasping a brass 
handle of the corridor door. It turned round, 
but the door itself would not open ; the 
latter had jammed fast as the car turned 
over upon its side. He moved cautiously to 
the left over some slippery rocks, and began 
to climb upon the side of the wagon-lit by 
the aid of the wheels. Door 4640 had been 
opened back by those who had escaped. 
Burton read the number as he grasped its 
leather window-strap and drew himself up. 
The crowd, clinging to a rocky ledge away 
upon the right, saw him. He began to lower 
himself into the car. They gave a cheer, 
which the angry roar of the steam could not 
suppress. 

The wagon-lit was lying upon its side, 
corridor uppermost. Burton found his feet 
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descending not upon a floor, but upon the 
mahogany door of a cabin containing sleeping 
berths. The lock or the hinges not being 
built to receive the strain of such a weight, 
gave very suddenly, precipitating him down- 
wards. The cabin was in darkness save for 
a faint illumination of moonlight coming 
from the corridor above. Some of the bed- 
shelves had been jerked out by the shock 
of the accident, and Btirton could feel under 
his feet a pile of bedding intermixed with 
broken glass or crockery. He had no matches 
with him. It was difficult to search by 
touch alone amidst such a confusion and up- 
set. Burton was, however, certain that the 
cabin was unoccupied when he clambered 
from it and descended into the next one. 
The same confusion, with the same difficulty 
of search, met him here, and with the 
same result. Nobody, dead or alive, seemed 
in it. 

The strain upon the engineer's nerve as 
he worked from cabin to cabin down the 
slanting wagon-lit was tremendous. Each 
gloomy pit into which he descended threat- 
ened him with the horror of a dreadful dis- 
covery; and from second to second he felt 
himself prepared to hear the roar of escap- 
ing steam turn into a thunderous crash as the 
engine fell upon the car. Sweat was stream- 
ing horn every pore when Burton lowered 
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himself into the last cabin but one. A body 
was here, that of a woman. 

She had been thrown from a berth, and 
was lying upon the unopened bed-shelves 
inmiediately underneath. It was too dark 
to see the nature of her injury. Burton 
passed his hand gently over the face and 
hair. He detected an awful fracture of the 
skull. There could be no doubt the woman 
was dead. Burton felt fearsomely for a 
hand, remembering that Miss Green had 
worn a diamond ring. He touched a gold 
band, then a round stone, smooth — ^tur- 
quoise, perhaps — ^but not the roughness of 
diamonds. No, it was not she. 

There remained but one other cabin to be 
searched. An agonising thought occurred 
to the enginneer as he approached it. 
Could it have been Miss Green whom they 
had seen slip upon the rocks, and disappear 
over the precipice ? 

A splinter of glass had stuck into the 
heel of Burton's boot. He ground it pas- 
sionately into dust as he came opposite to the 
last cabin. It was nothing but a crunched- 
up wreck into which he could not penetrate. 
It had received the full force of the blow 
as the wagon-Ut descended upon the rocks. 
The door was burst ofiE its hinges, and lying 
upon a pile of debris. 

It seemed to Burton that he had imperilled 
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his life in vain. He gave a despairing 
kick to an angle of the mahogany door, 
turning it roughly over. Colour came into 
his face with a sudden surge. He sank 
upon his knees by the side of a prostrate 
form that he had just uncovered. 

Blanche had fallen to the bottom of the 
corridor at the moment when the descent 
of the wagon-lit crushed the sleeping-cabin 
against the rocks. The door, wrenched from 
its hinges and thrown outwards into the 
corridor, had struck her down insensible 
upon a pile of debris. She revived rapidly 
with air. Burton helped her to her feet. 

** Are you badly hurt ? " he asked. 

"No, not very badly, I think," she 
replied. " My head is dizzy. I feel bruised." 

" You can move ? " the engineer asked, 
anxiously; and he repeated the question, 
for the roaring steam made it difficult for 
them to hear one another. 

Blanche leant forward into his arms, 
stepping from the debris to the sloping 
floor of the corridor. Burton helped her 
under one of the open doors. " Wait 
here. Hold on to this, while I climb up," 
he said. 

Presently the engineer had raised her to 
the outside of the wagon-lit. They were 
immediately below the engine. It was still 
sinking from its precarious balance upon 
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the soft, grey-green slope. Red, glowing 
coals were spilling aslant from its fire-box. 

•' Be brave, and don't look up," he en- 
treated, passionately, fearing that her courage 
would give way at the terrible sight. " I am 
going to get you on to the rocks. Look I we 
have only to reach there, and we are saved." 
Burton pointed to the crowd which had taken 
refuge upon a ledge. 

Each second was precious. Burton lowered 
himself from the wagon-lit, and turning, 
planted his feet firmly in a crevice of the 
slippery rock. " Now ! " he exclaimed ; and 
Blanche allowed her weight to slide gradu- 
ally down into his arms. " Take my hand," 
he said. ''Now/'' 

They began to climb along the slippery 
slope which the crowd had traversed before 
them. The steam had been falling Uke 
rain. It was more dangerous now. Try as 
he would. Burton could not move faster. 
Their progress seemed by inches, and never- 
ending. 

Suddenly there was the cataclystic roar 
that the engineer had been fearing; and, 
tearing up a dark tugged wave of earth 
before it, the great engine moved down with 
a torrential rush. It crashed upon the rocky 
slope, driving earth and sparks to right, to 
left, ahead. Wheels, and a connecting rod 
of steel, bright and keen and quick-playing 
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as a swordy flashed past them. There was 
a sound like some monstrous rending of 
paper ; and, splintering and throwing up beams 
like matches, the engine plunged into and 
through the wagon-lit, and over the clifi. 
A pause of seconds followed^ till it struck 
the sea hundreds of feet below. There was 
a booming explosion from the boiler, and 
up and up surged steam and spray, their 
rounding billows taking the moonhght in 
tints of softest white and green. 

It was an hour and a half before help ar- 
rived, and Btirton, Blanche, and the crowd 
were rescued by means of ropes from their* 
dangerous position upon the rock ledge. 
Portions of the wreckage of Numbers 1 and 2 
wagons had been built into huge bon- 
fires upon the summit of the cUff, and 
doctors were working by their light. A re- 
lief train had come up, also a strange variety 
of vehicles from the neighbouring district, 
drawn thither by the sound of the explosion. 

Blanche had received a severe nervous 
shock. " Oh, please, not to-night," she ex- 
claimed with a shudder, when Green sug- 
gested that they should go on to Nice with 
the relief train. "I shall feel better to- 
morrow. But just now, I would rather go 
anywhere than into a train again. Is there 
no hotel near by, papa ? Do ask." 

Green and his daughter were standing with 
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Btirton amidst a crowd of the rescued pas- 
sengers. " If there is no accommodation 
here, perhaps we may be able to hire that 
phaeton, and drive where there is," the 
engineer suggested, sympathetically, point- 
ing to a vehicle waiting between two rough 
country carts. 

" — Now, no," said a voice, addressing them 
good-humouredly in English. " But pardon, 
permit me!" 

They turned, recognising an Italian-like 
looking man whom they had seen in the train, 
and afterwards upon the rocks. He was 
drawing a small leather case from his vest 

Socket. Placing his heels carefully together, 
e bowed to Green with a smile, handing him 
a card. 

" The lady is fatigued and frightened. I 
am Le Comte d'Avour. My chateau is near 
here. You will allow me to ofier its hospi- 
tality. I will hire that phaeton and drive 
you there at once. Come, you will say yes, 
and your friend too." 

To be entertained by a count at his castle ! 
Green liked the idea. He held out his hand. 
" My dear count ! " said he, " but you are 
very kind. You are too good. We shall 
be in the way." 

" In the way, you say. N(A at all, not at 
all," the count replied, with a strong foreign 
accent. ^' I shall be but too happy to have 
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you to assist English travellers who have 
been in trouble with me myself. You will 
come ? You caimot say no ? Wait then, I 
will speak to the driver of that phaeton," 

The count appeared to be kindness itself. 
Presently the carriage was ready. They got 
in. Then the count remembered something. 
The lady must be hungry and thirsty. No ? 
But he must insist upon it. He must, at least, 
get her a glass of wine. 

Once more the count left them. He re- 
turned in a few moments, carrying a bottle 
of wine and a tumbler. But had they not 
a corkscrew ? Had no one a corkscrew 
then ? Ah, aacre, what a misfortune. If 
he had only had his sword, how the neck 
should have come off with one good, clever 
stroke. Stay, was there nothing, nothing ? — 
Aha ! Aha ! but yes, if the lady would 
lend him her ring, he would nick round the 
glass of the bottle with its diamonds — 
it should snap off, c-r-rik! 

How funny the count was — and so good- 
natured ! Blanche drew the ring from her 
finger with a smile. 

For a few moments the count was very 
busy. Then it happened suddenly. He cut 
his finger. Blood came. 

They were all very sympathetic. Never 
mind the wine, but was his finger hurt badly T 

The count did not know. But they would 
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excuse him. It was bleeding. He must go 
to the doctor at the fire. He would return 
in a moment. 

Five minutes passed anxiously. The count 
did not emerge from the crowd in which he 
had disappeared. Suddenly Burton looked 
at Miss Green's hand. "Did he take your 
ring with him ? " he asked. 

"Yes," she replied, simply. 

Burton looked meaningly across at Oreen. 
The latter started to his feet. " You think ? " 
he exclaimed. 

" I don't know," said the engineer. " But 
the confidence trick is played in a variety 
of ways." 
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AT THS HOTEL D'ANGLBTKBBICy ATHBK8 

Athens was wrong. Dhokos had neither 
robbed, nor had he fled the city to escape 
the consequences. The manager oi the 
Athenian Electric Power Works was dead, 
foully murdered. Stavinski's order that the 
great hook and chain should be allowed to 
descend with a run upon the green tarpaulin 
had been obeyed. Dhokos was felled like 
an ox, and his body subsequently cremated 
in a furnace of the boiler-room. 

The mysterious crime to which Dhokos 
had fallen a^ctim was the result of a re- 
markable, widely-spread conspiracy. 

One of the first, if not the very first, 
hotels in Athens is the Hotel d'Angleterre. Its 
position upon the Place de la Constitution, 
within sight of the Royal Palace, is excellent : 
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its clientele wealthy and cosmopolitan. Some 
six months before the murder of Dhokos, 
a stranger and his valet arrived at the hotel 
with luggage labelled from Odessa* Ex- 
cept for very short intervals of absence, 
master and man had remained there ever 
since. The former lived in good style, 
appearing to have an easy conmiand of 
money. He spoke a variety of languages with 
that fluency so often encountered upon 
the Continent. There was nothing upon 
the surface to differentiate him from ninety- 
nine out of a hundred of the hotel's guests. 
He entered his name in the visitors' book 
as Ivan Bolerpfi ; and, had anyone given 
a thought to the matter, he might have been 
classed by appearances as a wealthy Eussian. 

It was this stranger, this Ivan Boleroff, 
alias Stavinski, and a great many other 
pseudonyms, who was the head of the conspi- 
racy to which reference has just been made. 

Boleroff was at this time in the prime of 
life, with a tall, active, and well-developed 
figure. His countenance was Slavonic in 
its roundness of outline and snub nose. The 
eyes were dark, almond-shaped, and very 
brilliant and pierciug; the teeth white and 
regular ; the lower jaw massive and square. 
He wore a small black moustache, tightly 
waxed and upturned. Of Eussian nation- 
ahty, Boleroff was the well-educated son 
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of a St Petersburg physician, who had ap- 
prenticed him at the age of seventeen to 
a firm of electrical engineers doing business 
on the banks of the Neva. The youth was 
clever, and progressed. A career was open- 
ing clearly and more clearly before him, 
when he took to dissolute habits. Peculation, 
with disgrace, followed. Ivan BolerofE was 
dismissed, and found himself idle and dis- 
contented. Presently he was wishing to be 
revenged upon a society from which he was 
now an outcast. It was in this mood that 
Boleroff, still practically a youths joined a 
secret revolutionary band. Its discipUne 
proved irksome to a nature whose intense 
conceit placed no bounds upon its ambition. 
A quarrel with a superior, culminating in 
a blow over the right eye, marked him for 
life. He left the band as an anarchist, carry- 
ing with him a small group of disciples, and 
bent upon the destruction not alone of the 
Russian, but of all Governments, by a scheme 
of his own. 

Years passed. Bohrofi had extended his 
organisation from Russia to Germany, Austria, 
Italy, and France. In each of these coun- 
tries his agents were successfully robbing 
electricity, by means of accumulators, and 
selling it below market price in the large 
towns. The conspiracy began to grow 
wealthy, and the funds were devoted to the 
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propagation of the anarchistic cause by emis- 
sary and document. (It will be remembered 
how the Governments concerned, and their 
police, were puzzled by an extraordinary 
and mysterious increase of anarchistic litera- 
ture at this period.) BolerofE now came to 
Greece. Money was soon at work, and an 
accumulator factory established, and his 
myrmidons introduced to the subordinate 
posts of the Athenian Electric Power Works. 
Kobbery was initiated simultaneously at Patras 
and the larger Greek towns. 

In each of the countries where theft was 
occurring, the thieves had gradually accumu- 
lated a stock of stolen electricity over and 
above that for which they could find a 
market. It became a problem how to dis- 
pose of this surplus ; and just before BolerofE 
arrived at Athens, he bought and established 
a depot in London. He also purchased 
steamers, loading them with cargoes of charged 
accumulators for disposal in the wealthy 
English capital. Such a vessel, the first of 
its kind to be despatched from Greece, was 
to call shortly at the Athenian port of the 
PirsBus. 

The accident at the Electric Power Works 
left BolerofE sufEering from severe nervous 
shock to the system. On his return to the 
hotel, the following day, he found himself 
compelled to take to his bed. It was more 
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than a week before lie was well enougli to rise 
again. 

Boleroff had ordered his valet, Demetri, 
to give out that he was suffering from the 
effects of a severe chill. Till the very mo- 
ment when he proposed to quit his bedroom, 
he remained under the impression that this 
explanation of his sudden illness had been 
accepted unsuspectingly by the occupants 
of the hotel. 

"I did not like to speak before, sir, be- 
cause you were so ill," the valet began, 
hesitatingly, " but there has been a gentle- 
man inquiring about you from me and the 
hotel people, and I don't quite fancy his 
ways. He began by saying that he had just 
heard that you had taken a severe cold, and 
how were you ? That was the first day ; 
and I answered him just as you told me to 
answer the others. JBut the next day he 
was at me again, and though he did not think 
I noticed it, I saw how he wormed his ques- 
tions in cunningly. Monsieur Boleroff was 
Russian, wasn't he ? And the change of 
climate, perhaps, had been too much for 
him ? And an illness in an hotel was so 
uncomfortable, wasn't it ? Though if one 
were wealthy, and one's time were not 
dependent upon business ^'* 

An expression of alarm had come into 
Boleroff's face. He interrupted the valet 
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sharply, " You know his name ? He is stay- 
ing in the hotel ? " 

" Anastasios, sir. I inquired it at once. 
He has been at the hotel for the last fort- 
night. They say he is a Greek. They think 
he is a landed proprietor from Thessaly." 

" They may think, but they don't haow,^ 
BoleroS remarked, with an angry emphasis 
shrugging his shoulders. ^^ A landed pro- 
prietor ! Inquiring after a stranger ! Psutt, 
a police spy, more likely. HI or not ill, you 
should have informed me at once, Demetri. 
When did you see him last ? " 

" This morning, sir," the valet replied, 
anxiously. " He asked me when you would 
be leaving your room, and whether you 
were any relation of Nicholas BolerofE, the 
Russian statesman.'^ 

" Anastasios ! Anastasios ! " BoleroS re- 
peated the name reflectively to himself, 
adding, "No, I don't know the name." 
The anarchist rose to his feet, to pace 
agitatedly up and down the bedroom. 
Suddenly he paused, turning to the valet 
again. 

" Describe him ! " Boleroff ordered, curtly. 

" He is neither short nor tall, sir ; and 
inclining to elderly, though he don't look 
exactly old. His hair is wild. His whiskers 
and beard are very bushy and streaked with 
grey ^" 
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"With one eye a little larger than the 
other ! '* Boleroff questioned impatiently. 

** Yes, sir. I was thinking there was some- 
thing funny about him. He hcbs one eye a 
little larger than the other ! '* 

"I remember the man. He addressed 
me one morning in the cofiee-room," Bole- 
roff said, hastily. " He is a Greek, I would 
swear. But a landed proprietor ! — ^I don't 
know, I doubt it." Boleroff paused. He 
added suddenly, "I must see him. Open 
that drawer, and give me my revolver." 

Boleroff was always on his guard against 
police spies. Placing the weapon in a pocket 
of his coat, he made his way towards the hall 
of the hotel, intending first to search the 
visitors' book for any information that it 
might contain, and afterwards to seek out 
Anastasios himself. 

Three persons, two men and a lady, and 
all evidently English, were signing their 
names as the anarchist came in sight of 
the desk upon which the visitors' book lay. 
They moved away, and Boleroff took their 
place. Their signatures were scarcely dry. 
He read : — 

J. Green, Esq., London. 
Miss Blanche Green, London. 
Reginald Burton, Electric Power Works, 
Athens. 
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The anarchist turned quickly about as 
his eyes reached the last signature. He 
was in time to cast a glance at the new 
manager as the latter quitted the hall. A 
little later Bolerofi found the name which 
he sought — AnastasioSy C. Anastasios. BtU 
no address was given. 

At the Hotel d' Angleterre, dtjeuner is served 
in a long room, with a window at its end 
looking upon the square. It wanted five 
minutes to twelve o'clock, the hour of the 
meal, and a glance showed Bolero£E that the 
waiters were not quite ready with the table. 
He was turning away, when his attention 
was attracted to the figure of Anastasios 
standing by the open window. The Greek 
appear^ to be engaged in idly watching the 
square till dSjeuner should be ready. After a 
shght hesitation, BoleroS advanced towards 
him. 

** Good-morning, sir," Anastasios ez« 
claimed, turning about, and recognising Bole* 
ro£E with a start. ** I am happy to see you 
downstairs again. I heard that you were 
ill. As a resident of the same hotel, I did 
myself the pleasure of inquiring after your 
progress from time to time." The Greek 
spoke in a tone of fine natural courtesy. 

BolerofE bowed. ^^ Sympathy is always 
grateful, sir, especially in a foreign 
country," he answered. *^I have been 



Digitized by 



Google 



AT THE HOTEL D'ANGLETERRE 73 

suffering from a chill, with a touch of 
fever '' 

" Pardon me ! but you come near an open 
window. Is it not a little imprudent ? " 

*' Thanks, no. I like the air. I am all 
right again save for a little weakness. Ill- 
ness is very annoying, though, when there is 
so much one wishes to see." 

Anastasios smiled. "You will have come 
here to visit our ruins ? " he inquired, follow- 
ing the idea that Bolerofi had suggested. 
Like all the world," was the reply. 

" You have been to Corinth ? " the Greek 
asked after a pause. 

" Not yet." 

" And Delphi ? '• 

"No." 

"But you are going! You will not re- 
main content with Athens? You will see 
our other treasures ? " 

"I have scarcely made up my mind as 
yet." 

"And the forests and the plains? You 
will visit Thessaly ? You will see Tempe ? " 
Anastasios suggested, with increasing anima- 
tion. "Come now," he added, "at least 
let me persuade you to visit Tempe." 

The Greek is patriotic in his country's 
praise, with curiosity as no uncommon feat- 
ure of his character. Anastasios was perhaps 
the benevolent, inquisitive, and somewhat 
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fussy elderly gentleman tliat he appeared 
to be. Certainly he had all the excita- 
bility, and the animated eyes and quick 
gestures of the type. But police spies are 
cunning. They worm their way into the 
confidence. Aiid Boleroff was still feeling 
doubtful and anxious, when a clock began 
to strike the hour, and the door of the 
room opened, admitting a noise of approach- 
ing steps and voices. '^ Ha ! and who are 
these ? '' Anastasios asked, with a sudden 
interest, his eyes turning with a flash upon 
the three figures just entering. 

Bolerofi lowered his voice to a whisper. 
" I saw them sign their names in the visitors' 
book," he replied. " The younger of the 
two men is the newly appointed manager of 
the Electric Power Works. His name is 
Reginald Burton. You know perhaps " 

" About the robbery ! " Anastasios an- 
ticipated, quickly, anxious to hear more 
before the strangers came too close. "Yes, 
I have heard all about it. Dhokos has fled 
since. But who are the others ? " 

" I know nothing about them but their 
name. Green, and that they come from 
London. I expect they are wealthy English, 
travelling for pleasure." 

Green had arrived close to the two men 
as Bolerofi finished speaking. He halted, 
turning about to his daughter and Burton. 
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"It is very hot here. We'll sit near the 
window," he suggested, in a loud voice. 

" As you like ! " Buxton replied. 

*' Very well, papa," Blanche agreed. 

They looked at the table. A waiter ad- 
vanced, and drew a chair out. Green ignored 
him. " Fll sit here," he said, taking the head 
of the table. Burton and Blanche seated 
themselves upon his left and right. 

Other people entered the room. Anas- 
tasios and BolerofE moved forwards, taking 
two chairs next the engineer. Presently a 
courtesy was necessary, and Bolerofi passed 
a small dish of black olives to the latter. 
They began to chat. 

A waiter now handed the wine list to 
Green. " Champagne ! " the EngUshman or- 
dered authoritatively, pointing to an entry. 

And that was how the dejeuner began. 

The Greens and Burton had reached Athens 
three days late. The railway accident at 
La Falaise Verte was partly responsible for 
this, but the chief delay had followed upon 
the disappearance of the " Comte d'Avour " 
with Blanche's diamond ring. If it were a 
case of the confidence trick, as Burton sug- 
gested, there was no time to lose. Green 
at once questioned the driver of the phaeton. 

The man answered readily. He had been 
hired by the gentleman who had just left 
them. He did not know his name, nor had 
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the gentleman yet said where he wished to 
be dnven. 

Green now felt thoroughly alarmed. He 
descended from the phaeton, going hmiiedly 
first to one fire, and then to another, where 
the doctors were attending to the wounded. 
No such man as the Italian whom he des- 
scribed had applied for assistance at either 
place. The relief train had not yet left for 
Nice. Green searched it fruitlessly from end 
to end. Twenty yards away, however, he 
received a clue from one of a group of men 
working at a heap of debris. Yes, such a 
man as the Italian had run by. He had 
taken the road leading into the country over 
the brow of the hill. 

Green hurried back to the phaeton. " The 
fellow has bolted for the country," he ex- 
plained. " We must drive after him. It 
is our only chance." Addressing the coach- 
man, he added, " A hundred francs for you 
if we catch him." 

Crack ! crack I A whip sounded like a 
pistoL They were off in a moment. 

Leaving the cliff, they were soon upon a 
road, and the horse galloping up a long 
incline. The moonlight gave a clear view. 
There was no figure ahead, nor upon the 
barren slopes to left and right of them. They 
arrived at the summit of the hill with a 
rushy with intense excitement. A tableland 



Digitized by 



Googk 



AT THE HOTEL D'ANGLETERRE 77 

confronted them, with the road tracking 
straight away over it. It was possible to see 
a certain distance, and no one was in view ; 
but he had had time to get some way, and 
in the silver - green haze beyond — " Yes, 
drive on ! Faster, faster ! A hundred francs 
for you if you overtake him," Green shouted. 

The road dipped sUghtly. They descended 
it with the wheels of the phaeton jumping 
stones, and over another rise and down again. 
A stunted heather showed itself in patches. 
They passed by a solitary tree, then a pond. 
Suddenly a figure was in sight. It was 
running. They gained upon it. Presently 
there was no longer any doubt. It was the 
" count." 

They came closer and closer to him. He 
refuseid to stop. Green and urton pre- 
pared to spring out. Suddenly the fugitive 
Dore away to the right, leaving the road for 
the moor. 

A few seconds later they were almost at 
the place where he had quitted the road. 
Green's face set like iron. "Another hun- 
dred francs for you if you'll drive after him," 
he shouted to the coachman. 

The man pulled his horse's head to the 
right. There was a swerve and a jolt, and 
they were upon the moor, driving furiously 
after the fugitive, the phaeton rolling and 
pitching like a boat at sea. 
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Some six hundred yards from where the 
. Greens and Burton now were upon the moor 
of La Haute Arblaix, there is a cottage 
with a small vegetable garden attached to 
it. A mile beyond was the edge of the 
moor and a wood. The pursuers saw the 
fugitive disappear behind this cottage. He 
had gained upon them over the rough sur- 
face of the moor. They arrived before the 
building some two minutes later. Green 
halted the carriage, and with Burton ran 
round to the rear of the cottage, prepared 
to continue the chase upon foot. A glance 
showed the two men that the " count " 
was no longer in sight. It was impossible 
that he could have outpaced their vision 
in the time, and there was no cover to con- 
ceal him in the little garden. He must 
have taken refuge in the cottage. Green 
knocked at the door, demanding admit- 
tance. 

A delay followed. At length a man ap- 
peared. In answer to their questions, he 
declared that he had but just risen from bed, 
and that no thief had been allowed to enter 
his house. 

Was the man an accomplice ? Green and 
Burton insisted that they should be allowed 
to enter and search. The cottager objected, 
pleading the hour and that they were 
strangers. There was a dispute, terminated 



Digitized by 



Googk 



AT THE HOTEL D'ANGLETERRE 79 

by the acceptance of a five-franc piece, and 
the two men entered. 

Now came the extraordinary part of their 
nocturnal adventure. The " count '* was not 
in the house ; and when, completely puzzled 
by their long and fruitless search, they 
returned where they had left the phaeton, 
it had disappeared with Blanche and the 
coachman. 

Delay followed before the two men could 
communicate with the police authorities at 
St Thomas, and further delay before the 
missing phaeton and its occupants were 
traced. In the sequel Blanche never re- 
covered her ring. It seemed that as her father 
and Burton ran round to the rear of the 
cottage, " Comte d'Avour " watched his op- 
portunity, and suddenly appearing from 
behind the opposite angle of the build* 
ing, jumped into the phaeton by Blanche's 
side, and presenting a revolver at the coach- 
man's head, ordered him to drive back to the 
road at full speed. Eventually, when the 
" count " judged that he had placed a safe 
distance between himself and his pursuers, 
he descended from the carriage, and, 
politely raising his hat to Blanche, dis- 
appeared. 

The English have the reputation upon the 
Continent of being stifi and reserved. They 
are supposed to require "an introduction" 
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before they will converse. Anastasios may 
have been ignorant or careless of this 
peculiarilyy or again he may have been 
merely tne individual bent upon gratifying 
a taste for conversation. Whatever the 
reason, the dijeuner at the Hotel d' Angle- 
terre had not proceeded far, before he 
was conversing animatedly with the English 
party as well as Bolerofi. His accent was 
broken, hiS' vocabulary contained the strange 
surprises of an imperfect knowledge of Eng- 
lish. Green was amused, and encourag^ 
him. 

Time passed, course following course. It 
was just before the end of dejeuner when 
Anastasios suddenly drew Green's atten- 
tion to the view through the window, 
saying— 

^* Pardon, but it will perhaps interest you. 
Tou see that gentleman. Do you Imow 
who he is ? " And the Greek durected the 
Englishman's glance to a figure crossing the 
square. 

"No. Who is he?'* Green asked, after 
a moment's pause. 

" The King of the Hellenes,'' Anastasios 
replied^ simply. 

" Without an escort, unattended ? You 
astonish me," Green exclaimed. "When I 
want to see our king, I go to Court. I am 
what we call 'presented'." 
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Anastasios seemed impressed. *^But joa 
English have so much money, you are made 
of gold I '' he suggested. 

Green laughed. '* Enough to rub along 
with,'' he answered carelessly. 

A little later they all rose from the 
table. 
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CHAPTER V 

THB PUBCHASB 09 A HOUSE 

In these days of cosmopolitan finance, when 
the money of any one country may be and 
very often is employed at its antipodes, 
there was nothing exceptional in the posi- 
tion of the Athenian Electric Power Works. 
They were owned by Greek and English 
capital combined. Behind a local board of 
management was a London directory of 
greater power, because presumably of greater 
share capital. Though appointed by the 
latter. Burton's business as engineer lay 
with the former; and it was by them that 
he was first informed of the mysterious rob- 
bery which had been taking place at the 
works, and which had not ceased as the 
Board would have expected with their late 
manager's sudden disappearance. 
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There was neither waste nor leakage which 
could account for the difference between 
the figures of the coal consumption and 
electric output. Burton grasped the gravity 
of the situation in which he found himself; 
either he must discover and prevent this 
robbery, or he must acknowledge himself 
a failure, and be prepared for dismissal. 
It was a hard choice, and to have been led 
blindfold into the position seemed unjust. 
The roles of managing engineer and detective 
are not identical. Now, and for the first 
time, Burton thought that he understood the 
half-hearted manner in which his former chief 
had passed on to him the offer of the post. 

Weeks passed. Burton's vigilance at the 
works was such that the thieves could never 
be sure when he would not appear. It was 
always in the engineer's mind that a mys- 
terious robbery was going on somewhere 
and somehow. His "surprise" visits were 
paid with English energy and* conscienti- 
ousness at all hours, night as well as day. 
Boleroff saw the robbery growing more and 
more dangerous, fitful, and unproductive. At 
first the anarchist endeavoured to influence 
his unconscious antagonist by bribes and 
threats conveyed indirectly. Burton was 
proof against both, neither his honesty nor 
his courage were to be shaken. The two 
men were living side by side at the Hotel 
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d'Angleterre, Cultivating the engineer's ac- 
quaintance, BolerofE now tried to obtain 
power over him through cards, through wine. 
Again the engineer's character saved him ; 
the anarchist's friendship was accepted, but 
not his tastes. Time passed. A vessel be- 
longing to the anarchist's organisation was 
to call shortly at the Pirssus for a first batch 
of charged accumulators. But the robbery 
had been so interrupted that the electricity 
was not ready. If her cargo were to be 
supplied, it was a necessity that the English- 
man should be removed from Athens. Bole- 
roff felt called upon for a supreme effort, 
and now, an event suddenly helping him, 
threatened the engineer with disgrace and 
ruin. 

There is no peculiarity attaching to the 
smoking-room of the Hotel d'Angleterre. It 
is commonplace. Bolerofi was seated here 
when Anastasios entered. The two men ex- 
changed greetings. Time had elapsed since 
Boleroff's illness, when he was alarmed by 
the Greek's inquiries. The anarchist no 
longer suspected Anastaaos for a police spy, 
treating him as what he appeared to be — 
An excitable and idly inquisitive elderly 
gentleman. 

" I think I left my pipe somewhere here ! '* 
Burton exclaimed, coming in with a springy 
step, and glancing round. "Yes, by Jove! 
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There it is." He crossed the room to a mantel- 
piece. 

" Queer fellows you Englishmen with your 
pipes ! " Boleroff remarked lazily from a 
lounge chair. " Now if I smoked a pipe, it 
would blow my head off in less than a week." 

Burton laughed. "You should smoke 
our tobacco, and then it wouldn't/' he ob- 
served. 

" But you are not going ! You will 
smoke ? *' Boleroff inquired. 

" Not now," said the engineer, quickly. 
" I have a lot to do. I have just bought a 
house in Odos limni." He named a street 
in a somewhat low quarter of Athens. 

" A house I '* Boleroff repeated, with sur- 
prise. " Are you going to give up your 
quarters in the hotel, then ? " 

" Oh no," said the engineer, " I am a 
fixture here. I only want the building to 
fit up a physical laboratory for some ex- 
periments I am engaged in." 

" But the neighbourhood ! Odos Limni 
is bad," Anastasios observed. " They will 
have swindled you to make you buy a house 
there." 

"Not they," said Burton. "I got it 
very cheap. I am lucky. It is just what 
I want." 

Anastasios shrugged his shoulders " Near 
the church 7 " he asked. 
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"No, lower down the street. A house 
with a green wooden balcony — yes, that 
is the one. Yes." And backii]^ out. Burton 
left the room hurriedly, 

Bolerofi was being kept fully aware of every- 
thing which took place at the Electric Power 
Works. He knew that in a few days' time 
the coal stocks were to be replenished, and 
that Burton would then sign for stock on 
hand and stock delivered. Bolerofi saw that 
could he but remove the engineer from Athens 
for a short period after the latter had signed 
the coal sheets, it would be possible for his 
myrmidons to transfer secretly a quantity 
of the coal to the house which had just been 
purchased in Odos Limni. An anonjrmous 
information to the police would do the rest. 
When Burton returned to Athens, the figures 
of the coal sheets would have been falsified 
to an entry exactly covering the amount of 
mineral removed; and the engineer would 
be arrested, disgraced, and ruined on the 
evidences of his own signature and the pur- 
chase of the house where the stolen coal 
would be found. 

The Greens were still staying at the hotel. 
BolerofE met them in daily life. He also 
knew them through the intimacy which he 
had been cultivating with their friend — the 
engineer. It was practicable for the anar- 
chist in his role of a man of fortune to invite 
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them and Burton to a three days' picnic 
to Marathon and beyond* Oreen's love of 
ostentation and money had not escaped 
an observant eye. Provided that there was 
a sufficient attraction of horses and servants, 
the Englishman would probably come. But 
would Burton accept ? Would his evident 
inclination for Blanche Green's society be 
allowed to tempt him away from his duty 
at the works ? 

Though the robbery had been much dim- 
inished by Burton's vigilance, it had not 
entirely ceased, and there was still a discrep* 
ancy between the coal consumption and 
electric output, causing the engineer much 
anxiety. Burton was not a man to hesitate 
between duty and pleasure. His answer to 
BolerofPs invitation was immediate and direct. 

" Nothing I should have liked better, and 
very hospitable of you, Bolerofi," he said, 
^' but I cannot come. It is impossible for 
me to leave the works just now." 

" You are extra busy there, then ? " the 
anarchist suggested, inquiringly. 

" With work ? No," the engineer an- 
swered. "But we have had some trouble 
lately, and I must be on the spot." 

Bolero£E yawned. " You allude to the 
Dhokos business. I have heard about it," 
he said. "But surely that is all ended 
now i You could get away for three days ? " 
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A wrinkle of perplexity crossed Burton's 
brow. He hesitated how to reply. There 
had been much talk in Athens over the 
robbery. With a correct business reticence, 
the engineer did not wish to add to it. At 
length he answered frankly. ^^ Excuse me, 
BolerofE, if I don't give reasons for refusing 
your very kind invitation; but I cannot 
come, much as I should like to do so." 
And the blue eyes of the engineer's 
bojish face expressed a resolute deter- 
mination. 

Bolerofi shrugged his shoulders. "You 
know your own business best," he answered. 
" But we shall not start for some days. Per- 
haps you will change your mind in the 
interval. Anyhow, I hope so." 

Burton shook his head. "I shall not do 
that," he said. 

And the two men parted. 

The refusal had cost Burton something. 
There was none of the usual gaiety in his 
frank, healthy face, when Blanche Green 
met him later. "You look quite down, 
Mr Burton," she exclaimed, adding lightly, 
"and very properly so, too. You ought 
not to have refused Mr BolerofiTs invitation. 
It is on your conscience. Don't you know 
what a grand time we are going to have ? 
You must come. I shall persuade you. I 
told Mr BolerofE I would." 
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" You and your father are going, then ? " 
said the engineer. 

" Papa has not said yet. But I intend 
to persuade him — and you also." And 
Blanche, with her active, plump little figure 
seemed, as ever, anxiously reaoy to go any- 
where, and do anything. . 

Burton sighed. ^^ I only wish that I could 
go,'' he said. 

" And why can't you ? " Blanche asked^ 
vivaciously. " Three days is not an age 
that you should be so busy." 

Burton did not reply. 

"You don't answer," she said, stamp- 
ing her foot with a mock impatience. 

" What do you want me to say ? " he 
inquired. 

That you'll come. That you won't miss 
a jolly party. Just think of it — all the way 
to Marathon on horseback ! " 

Burton's face grew more gloomy. " You 
know that I woidd come if I could?" he 
suggested. 

But I don't, I don't know anything of 
the sort," she answered, pettishly. ** I only 
know that I am asking you, and you won't." 

"You don't put it fairly," said the en- 
gineer. "I can't leave my duty at the 
works. If it were not a question of duty, 
I would go like a shot, simply because you 
are going." 
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Burton's tone had suddenly become per- 
sonal, and his blue eyes were gazing straight 
into her own. Blanche coloured. She looked 
away. 

"I — ^I did not understand," she stam- 
mered. '^ That is a serious reason. Of 
course if it is duty which keeps you " 

'^ And it is ! " Burton interrupted, eagerly. 
*' Believe me, it is, and nothing else." 

" Then that alters the whole thing. Not 
for a moment would I try to persuade you 
to go contrary to your duty," said the girl, 
quickly and firmly. 

There was a pause. "What are you 
looking at ? " Burton asked, breaking the 
silence. 

Blanche turned her head, forcing herself 
to meet his eyes with a smile. " I was 
looking at nothing in particular. I was 
thinking." 

"So was I," he said. "How unlucky it 
is. If BoleroS would only put off his picnic 
till later '' 

" That would not do either ! " she inter- 
rupted, hastily. 

" Why not ? I might be free. I shan't 
be always so tied to the works, I hope." 

" But if we were not here ; if papa leaves 
soon, as he says?" 

The sudden prospect of the Greens' de- 
parture came as a shock to Burton. " What I" 
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he exclaimed. ^^ Tou are not going to leave 
Athens ? " 

Blanche nodded her head. " He says so,'* 
she answered, faintly. 

Barton stared at the dark, piquant little 
countenance, just then so grave. It had 
grown very dear to him since he first saw 
it at Charing Cross. A mist came before 
his eyes. His voice sank to a whisper. " You 
are going away. You are going to leave me 
— Blanche — I love you. Tell me ^** 

The light in her eyes, the quiver of her 
lips answered. A step forwards, and he took 
her in his strong arms. " My darling ! " 
he exclaimed, pressing her to his breast, 
and kissing her iagain and again upon the 
lips. 

"And you love me I'* she said, wonder- 
ingly, lifting her head from his shoulder to 
look deep into his blue eyes. 

" As I love no one in the wide world," he 
. answered. " And you ? " 

Blanche raised a hand to his brow, caressing 
it, and parting back the hair. 

"Tell me you love me," he urged, pas- 
sionately. " I want to hear you say it. 

" Yes, I love you, Reginald," she answered 
with a little sob of emotion. " Brave, dear 
Reginald who saved my Ufe." 

The discovery of their love for each other 
had happened very suddenly. For some 
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time the lovers were indifferent to every- 
thing save themselves. There was neither 
past nor future, nothing but the present. 
They were very happy. Sooner or later, 
however, the world and its claims must 
intrude upon the most passionate sentiment. 

Green had never confided to his daughter 
any reason for his adoption of a pseudonym. 
She was to be Blanche *^ Green," and was 
to keep the fact that she was anyone else 
strictly to herself. That was all that he 
had told her in London, or would tell her 
since. He had been equally reticent regard- 
ing the business which brought him to the 
purple land. Blanche had no idea what 
it might be, nor whether her father's re- 
serve was due to any reason in particular, 
or merely to an oft-expressed opinion that 
women had no concern with business. The 
mystery had not troubled the girl. Indeed, 
full of Ufe and its enjoyment, she had scarcely 
given a thought to it. 

But Burton's sudden declaration of love, 
together with the discovery of her own, altered 
matters. Now for the first time the pseu- 
donym became more than a trifle to be 
laughed at. Burton was wooing her as 
Blanche Green. What would the engineer 
say if he knew that she was not Blanche 
Green, but Blanche Ferguson? Love is 
sensitive ; it claims and ac&owledges claims 
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with all that uneasiness which is included 
in the proverbial "lover's doubts." Would 
Reginald feel that he had been deceived ? 
Would he excuse her present silence under 
the circumstances of the position (and it 
seemed very strange to her now) in which 
her father had placed her ? Oh, if she might 
but explain — ^now, immediately! How she 
longed to do so. 

Blanche grew pale and silent with her 
thoughts. The mood influenced her lover. 
Burton became vaguely conscious that some- 
thing was troubling Blanche as she rested 
in his arms. Presently he seemed to guess 
the reason, as his direct honourable nature 
saw a duty before it. 

" What will your father say to it ? '' Burton 
asked, with a sudden anxiety. 

Blanche's head was resting upon his shoul- 
der. She raised it with a nervous start. What 
fvould her father say, with his fondness for 
money and rank ? The question opened 
out a new, a terrible fear. I don't know," 
she answered, after a pause, her eyes 
opening roundly. 

The engineer had not been blind to the 
defects in Green's character. His arms tight- 
ened round the active little figure which 

he was holding. "But you think " he 

urged. 

Blanche was silent. Tears welled slowly 
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into her dark eyes. She felt as if she would 
choke. How could she ever tell Reginald 
that her father loved money and rank ? 

Burton's face grew melancholy as he 
watched her. His nature was not worldly. 
It had scarcely occurred to him before that 
the Greens must be rich. " If I only had 
more money ! " he exclaimed regretfully. 

With a fond look, Blanche nestled closer 
to him. " It is you I love," she whispered. 

Presently Burton told her his circum- 
stances ; he possessed nothing but his salary 
from the works, and the first model of an 
invention which a few more weeks' work 
should complete, and which when perfected 
he was hoping would bring him fame and 
thousands of pounds. 

" And it will 1 You are so clever, Regi- 
nald," Blanche said, proudly. " Tell papa 
about it, and he must and he will be good 
to us." 

"Yes, I shall tell him everything — ^good 
and bad," the engineer answered. " But " 

Burton paused, his face expressing doubt. 

" But — what ? " Blanche asked, anxi- 
ously. 

" But suppose that your father says * no ' 
to me," the engineer resumed slowly. " What 
then ? " 

" Then we must wait for one another," 
the girl said, simply. 
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" But would you wait ? " Burton asked. 
"Would you wait, even if I were to grow 
old, and grey, and poorer and poorer instead 
of richer ? " 

"Yes, sir, I would and will," Blanche 
replied, laughing lightly to cover her deep 
feeling. " Is not it shocking of me ? I 
would wait for you even if you were to grow 
old, and grey, and poorer and poorer instead 
of richer. Tes, all that, and a great deal 
more, Mr Beginald Burton." 

And with this understanding they parted* 
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CHAPTER VI 

AOT'AGONISTIO MOTIVES 

Blanche Green had lost all interest in 
Boleroffs proposed picnic to Marathon now 
that she knew Burton would not go. The 
change in her manner was not lost upon the 
quick-witted anarchist. He hastened to 
anticipate the excuses which she was about 
to make for herself and her father, saying — 

^^ But it is just as well that Mr Burton 
has refused ! I was looking for you. Miss 
Green. I have to make an apology, to beg 
of you to excuse me if I postpone our pic- 
nic. — Yes ! A letter which I have only just 
received — so annoying." 

They had met in Euripides Road. Bole- 
rofE held himself too much in command for 
his tone not to deceive Blanche. She had 
no idea of his anger and disappointment 
when they parted. 
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Ten minutes later Boleroff entered the 
vestibule of the Hotel d'Angleterre, and 
began to mount a flight of stairs leading to 
his private sitting-room. Half-way up, steps 
following him took his attention. Bolerofi 
clanced over his shoulder. It was Demetri, 
his valet. 

A landing, covered with red baize, was at 
tlie head of the stairs. Corridors opened 
thence to left and right. Still followed by 
Demetri, Boleroff turned to the right, pass- 
ing several white-painted doors. Numbers 
6 and 6 were closed. Number 7 was ajar, 
and a current of air from within was swing- 
ing it to and fro upon its hinges. This was 
BolerofiTs sitting-room. He turned into it. 

The window was open. The draught, coming 
in over the heads of some yellow flowers 
standing upon a balcony outside, had blown 
some papers from a mantelpiece to the 
floor. One of these documents, a solitary 
blue amongst the other white ones, was lilt- 
ing over and over towards a high looking- 
glass. Bolerofi began to pursue it. Suddenly 
he checked himself, turning round to the 
valet who was just coming in. 

" Haven't I told you to keep the window 
closed when I am out ? " he exclaimed, 
irritably. " See I my papers are all over 
the place.'* 

"But I do, I did, sir," Demetii replied. 
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glancing at the open window with a puzzled 
expression, 

"You did not, or it would not be open 
now, you fool," Bolero£E answered^ over- 
bearingly. 

"But, sir ^" Demetri began again ex- 

cusingly. 

" Enough ! '* Bolerofi interrupted, impa- 
tiently. "Don't argue! Qose it!'' 

The manner of his master seemed strange 
and unreasonable. Demetri crossed the room 
sulkily to the window, pulling the sash down — 
thud ! 

"Now pick those up," Boleroff ordered, 
curtly, pointing to the papers ; and with 
an angry kick at the door, he closed it. 

The valet recovered the papers one by one. 
Presently there was only one blue one left 
lying upon the floor near the looking-glass. 

"Leave it to me," BolerofE grumbled, 
stepping forward to pick it up. 

" Shall I put them on the mantelpiece, 
sir ? " the valet asked, papers in hand. 

" No, I'U put them in my desk." 

« But " 

" Give them to me ! " Boleroff snatched 
the papers from the valet's hand, and crusl 
them to the blue one which he had just picke 
up, he turned to his desk, rattling a drawer 
noisily open. The papers seemed about to be 
thrown pell-mell into it when, suddenly. 
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with one action, they were scattered loose 
and aside, and plunging his hand into the 
drawer, BoleroS drew out a revolver. A 
second later he had faced about towards a 
red curtain. 

"I'm pointing a revolver at you," he 
cried, levelling his weapon at the curtain. 
"I saw your elbow in the glass. If you 
move, I fire.'* 

There was absolute silence in the room 
while BoleroS waited. The curtain hung 
motionless. Demetri stood gaping with sur- 
prise, like a man bereft of his senses. 

"I am not moving. What do you wish 
me to do ? " a voice asked from behind the 
red curtain. 

"To remain motionless and silent where 
you are," the anarchist answered, sternly. 

" I am, I will," said the voice. 

" Demetri ! go forward, and draw the cur- 
tain to the left. Keep out of my line of fire 
as you do so." 

The order had to be repeated twice by 
Bolerofi before the valet could be roused 
into obedience. Then he began to edge 
himself timorously towards the red surface 
of the curtain. 

" To the left ! More to the left, Demetri. 
You are getting in my way," Boleroff directed 
in a hard voice. 

The valet obeyed. Presently he gripped 
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the curtain, sliding it to one side with a 
sudden noisy rattle from its brass rings. 

A shallow, arched alcove was disclosed. 
Anastasios was standing at its centre like 
the bafiOled elderly villain of a stage scene. 

'^ Hands up, quick ! " Bolerofi said, threat- 
eningly, " or I fire." 

Anastasios found himself powerless. He 
submitted to be searched by Demetri. No 
arms were found upon him. "I entered 
from my own room, by the balcony, 
through your window," he explained, 
presently. 

The band of the Evzoni began just then 
to play outside in the square. The sounds 
came faintly into the room. Boleroff drew 
closer to the Greek, till he saw the grey 
streaks of the bushy, monkey-like whiskers 
and beard. He raised the revolver slowly 
level with the forehead. " Confess that yoii 
are a police spy," the taller man hissed to 
the shorter. 

Anastasios had one eye somewhat larger 
than the other. They seemed to grow of 
the same size as he answered simply, ^^I 
am not." 

^^ You lie ! " said the anarchist, savagely. 
" Confess. Answer me." 

" I have answered you," 

The men looked at one another. Anas- 
tasios did not quaiL 
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" You say you are not a police spy ? " 
BolerofE said, after a pause. 

" I say I am not a police spy." 

" But, lying devil ! if you are not a police 
spy — what are you, then ? " 

Anastasios smiled. ^^I am Stomate, the 
brigand of Thessaly," he declared proudly, 
fol^g his arms. 

Incredible as the assertion seemed, Anas- 
tasios was indeed no other than Stomate, 
the notorious captain of a brigand band 
whose depredations along the ThessaUan fron* 
tier were known to all Greece. His presence 
at Athens, and at that cosmopolitan resort, 
the Hotel d'Angleterre, was dictated by 
a double purpose. He had worked hard in 
the past, the brigand said, cynically; and 
the holiday which he was taldng in the Grecian 
capital combined business with its pleasure. 
His inquisitiveness into the private a£Eairs 
of the guests of the Hotel d'Angleterre had 
not been aimless. Anastasios searched for 
a rich prey whom he might decoy into the 
district which his band frequented. It was 
this latter motive which first directed his 
attention to Boleroff, seemingly a rich Rus- 
sian. Baffled subsequently in his object of 
attaining definite information by Boleroff's 
suspicion that he was a police spy, the brigand 
entered the room where he was discovered. 
The broken lock of a drawer suggested much. 
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** Yes, I have been through your papers,*' 
Anastasios confessed, boldly. " I know you 
for what you are — ^an anarchist ! " 

It was evident to the two villains that 
they were in each other's power. They 
agreed, then, to an oath of mutual secrecy 
— ^that which each now knew each swore 
never to tell. Afterwards the brigand was 
permitted to withdraw. 

Anastasios was too accustomed to danger 
and hardship to foe either discouraged or 
alarmed by the scene through which he had 
just passed. Save that his hair was, per- 
haps, a trifle "wilder" than usual, there 
was nothing remarkable either in his appear- 
ance or manner when Green met him shortly 
afterwards. 

" So you are buying resin, I hear," Anas- 
tasios exclaimed, presently. 

Green's heavy countenance lit up with 
a startled expression. "Perhaps I am," he 
said, guardedly, "but how did you hear of 
it?" 

Anastasios smiled. "Pish! you have not 
leaUsed how small Athens is," he answered. 

The EngUshman did not reply immediately. 
" And what are they saying, then ? " he 
asked, after the pause. 

"Just what you told Lemaire et Cie," 
Anastasios answered with a cunning appear- 
ance of frankness — "that you want to buy 
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resin, to export and make up in England for 
violin strings." 

"Well, gossip is true for once," Green 
said, bluntly. "I do, provided I can get 
it at a fair price." 

Anastasios stretched out lis hands with 
a sudden gesture. " But that is excellent, 
my friend," he exclaimed. "I have resin^ 
much resin, good, first-class, to sell at a fair 
price. You understand ! We will, we must 
do business together." 

Somehow, Anastasios had not given Green 
the impression of being a business man. 
The Englishman looked quite astounded* 
" What ! I never thought you were in that 
line," he remarked. 

" In that line ? " Anastasios repeated, with 
an air of puzzlement. " Is it that you mean 
— ^in the trade ? " 

"Yes," Green said. "You have not got 
quite the business cut about you, you know. 
No. I put you down as a ^" 

Green hesitated how to express himself. 
It was occurring to him that he had never 
really considered whether the Greek was 
of any or no occupation. 

"Well, I don't know quite what I put 
you down as," the Englishman resumed. 
" But, anyhow, it wasn't the resin line." 

" See here ! " Anastasios exclaimed, a still 
more cunning expression creeping into his 
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monkey-like face, " I have not said, I do not 
say, that I sell resin in the town here. If 
you buy from me, you must come to Thessaly. 
I have forests there, miles and miles of beau- 
tiful stone-pine '* 

" T-ee ! but I see," Green interrupted. 
" You are a grower, are you ? You want to 
sell direct 7 That is your game 7 " 

"Surely!" said the Greek. "And you 
will come with me as my guest. You will 
bring the young lady. I shall show you my 
fine house, my villages, my forest, my stiU 
with the resin boilmg brown and rich. I 
shall show you " 

" Ay ! a lot, I have no doubt," Green in- 
terrupted. " But what do you sell at 7 " 

Anastasios named a price per thousand 
okas below that of a contract which the 
Englishman had already concluded with 
Lemaire et Cie. He would also engage to 
deliver the resin free on board ship at Volo. 

" Right," said Green. " I and my daugh- 
ter will come. But you understand I I pro- 
mise no deal before I see the stufiE." 

" That is fair," the Greek replied. ** We 
will start ^" 

" When you like ! " Green answered. 

" To-morrow 7 " Anastasios suggested. 

" Say the next day," said the j^glishman. 

And 80 it was agreed. 
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Nervousness was not usually a character- 
istic of Blanche Green, but so much de- 
pended upon what her father would say. 
The minutes sped by, and still she could not 
find courage to tell him of Burton's declara- 
tion of love. Presently Green left the room 
without his daughter having spoken of that 
which was burning in her heart. 

When next he came in, Blanche began 
agitatedly, at once, '^ I have just seen 
Anastasios. Surely it is not true that we 
leave for Thessaly on Thursday." 

Burton had not yet spoken, and Green 
did not notice his daughter's manner. " Yes, 
I was just going to tell you," he replied, in 
a matter-of-course tone. " We shall want 
the luggage ready." 

'^But, papa, I should hate Thessaly. I 
don't want to go," she answered, explosively. 

Blanche seldom gave way to temper, and 
the outburst seemed so sudden and uncalled 
for that Green f oimd himself staring at her 
in surprised silence. 

Blanche avoided his gaze, 

"We are so happy here. I can't under- 
stand it at all," she continued, after a pause. 
"Anastasios says that you are going with 
him to buv resin for violin strings. You I 
buy resin for violin strings ! I thought the 
man mad. I " 

A flush came into Green's face. He inter- 
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rupted her angrily. " So I am," lie said, 
^' and I hope you said nothing to lead him 
to infer the contrary." 

Blanche was silent from pure astonish- 
ment. 

" Answer me ! " said Green, more angrily. 
" What did you say to him ? " 

Blanche recovered herself with a start. 
" I did not say anything," she said. " I 
was too surprised. And now you say it is 
true ! What on earth do you want resin 
for, papa ? It is as funny as you calling 
yourself Green. I never saw you handle a 
violin in my life." And there was something 
so comical about the last idea that it made 
Blanche laugh in spite of herself. 

Green moved irritably. " Did I say that 
I wanted the resin for a violin ? Is it likely ? " 
he asked. 

" No, but Anastasios did." 

" Let Anastasios think so ! " Green an- 
swered. " The fact is enough for you that 
I want to buy resin, and that we go with 
him for that purpose to Thessaly on Thurs- 
day. Now, I'll have no more questions 
about it, Blanche. It is my wish. My 
reasons are for myself, and they don't concern 
you." 

" But, papa — ^no, please, let me speak. 
I was only going to ask you if Mr Burton has 
said anything to you yet." 
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" Burton ? " Green repeated^ interroga- 
tively. " I saw him last night. What " 

" But to-day, papa ? " 

" I have not seen him.** 

" Then he has not told you ? ** 

" What do you mean, Blanche ? Told 
me — what? I don't understand you to- 
day.** 

" About me ? '* Blanche suggested, faintly. 

" About you ! '* Green exclaimed, staring 
at his daughter in perplexity. Suddenly 
her colour and confusion gave him a clue. 
" What ! '* he said, " you don't mean to 
tell me that " 

" Yes, papa,** Blanche answered ; and 
throwing her arms suddenly around his neck, 
she hid her face upon his shoulder. 

Blanche loved her father very dearly. 
Though she had plighted her troth to Burton, 
she did not intend to marry without her 
father*s consent. Whatever Green's faults 
might be, she was too good a daughter 
not to desire eagerly his approval, and 
to wish to soften the disappointment of 
what, she felt, he would regard as a poor 
match. 

It was no mere selfishness of passion which 
now made her paint the character of Burton 
BO glowingly — how, as she reminded her 
father, the young engineer had saved her 
life; how he was so brave, and modesty 
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and honourable. Blanche wished that her 
father might see with her eyes, not alone 
that she should be made happy, but that 
he should be made happy also. 

" But the man is only an engineer, and 
as poor as a church mouse ! " Green grumbled, 
presently, untouched by his daughter's en- 
thusiasm. 

Poor Blanche ! After all that she had 
been saying ! A cloud of disappointment 
came over the girl's pretty face. Her lips 
quivered sensitively. For the moment she 
could not reply. 

" Later on, he will be better off," Blanche 
answered, with an effort, after the pause. 
*' He is inventing something. He is going 
to tell you how it " 

" Inventing — ^is he ? " Green interrupted, 
contemptuously. " That is worse instead of 
better. Whoever heard of an inventor mak- 
ing money ? " 

"But you'll see him? You'll listen to 
what he says, papa 7 " 

Green was silent. He reflected that the 
man had saved his daughter's life. "Yes, 
I suppose I must see him," he replied, re- 
luctantly, after the pause. 

" And you'll let me marry him, papa ? '* 
Blanche pleaded, raising her tear-laden eyes 
entreatingly. 

*^ What 1 a mere engineer at electric works 
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which *• Green checked himself. He 

added angrily — 

"No, my dear. Never.** 

Blanche saw that there was no more to be 
said just then. Her father was too angry. 
Restraining the sobs which were threatening 
to overcome her, she silently left the room. 

It has been recommended as a guide to 
those who may wish to invent successfully, 
that they should observe till they find some 
definite wanl^ and then, and not before, to 
set their constructive faculties to work. A 
potential inventor who recognises that the 
umbrella should be capable of improvement 
is not so far advanced along the line of in- 
vention as one who more particularly per- 
ceives that it is cumbersome in the hand 
as compared with a walking-stick. The 
craving of human nature for increased 
power, which finds its concrete expression 
m invention, is not confined to externals. 
The mind desires a body of less limitations. 
Even a child, with its fancy fed by a fairy 
tale, loves to imagine itself in the possession 
of seven-leagued boots, of giant size and 
strength; of a cloak which shall render it 
invisible. 

A man possesses five senses: he can see, 
hear, touch, taste, and smell. Burton had 
been impressed with the receptive power 
conferred by the telescope upon the human 
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eye. But the invention appeared perfect 
of its kind. He found his imagination 
touched, without his constructive faculties 
being stimulated. The engineer next ex- 
amined the sense of hearing, with its invented 
appendices of the telephone and microphone. 
He asked himself why the powers of the eye 
and ear only should be considered. There 
was the mouth, hard by, producing voice. 
What had been done here? The telephone 
which took its message obediently from this 
place to that one ; the audiphone, which was 
clever and lifelike in its repetition&; the 
megaphone, which strengthened human voc- 
ables so that they would carry from ship to 
ship, from shore to shore. Hold, the last was 
not enough. The megaphone waited for im- 
provement. The human voice should have 
more power — power like thunder. 

Burton had now arrived at the position 
of the potential inventor who, considering 
an umbrella, finds it to be cumbersome in hand 
as compared with the walking-stick. The 
engineer believed that he had discovered a 
want. It was for him to invent a machine 
that should so enormously increase the power 
of the human voice as to enable it to travel 
miles where now it only travelled yards ; to 
speak or preach to thousands where now 
it only addressed hundreds with difficulty. 

A man tires with distance, from exhaustion 
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may even become dumb till the administration 
of a stimulant recovers him the power of speech. 
Similarly with an electric current, the resist- 
ance of miles may weary the mysterious energy 
till it becomes too weak to work the printing 
machine delivering its message. It is at this 
point that the electrical engineer supplies 
the electro-mechanical stimulant of an in- 
vention technically known as a " relay." The 
human voice will echo from hill to hiU faintly 
and more faintly into extinction. It was the 
principle of Burton's "electric megaphone" 
that the voice should echo, but strongly and more 
strongly by a system of dectro-acoustic rdays 
into an articulation powerful as the thunder 
of the heavens. The model of the apparatus 
as it approached completion was in size and 
appearance of the ordinary megaphonic horn- 
shape. It was of aluminium, and very port- 
able. The voice, after entry, passed in and 
out of a series of minute telephonic mechan- 
isms to which were attached the electro- 
acoustic relays, transmitting or reflecting 
itself cumulatively from sound into electric 
energy, from electric energy into sound, and 
so up to any required tone degree, when it was 
allowed to escape from the trmnpet-shaped 
mouth of the instrument. 

Green was not a man to beat about the 
bush from any sense of delicacy. He liked 
hard cash, and that a mere engineer should 
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aspire to his daughter's hand seemed a 
presumption that Burton's gallantry in the 
past could not condone. 

"But my girl has money, and you have 
none," he answered Burton, bluntly. " No, 
it is impossible, my good fellow. You must 
see yourself that it is impossible." 

The engineer coloured. To be addressed 
patronisingly as " my good fellow ! " — it 
was scarcely what he would have expected 
after that night in the Riviera when — but 
there ! he did not wish to dwell upon it. 

" Pardon me, sir, if I point out that there 
are other things as valuable, and perhaps 
more valuable, than money where marriage 
is concerned," Burton answered. " In giving 
my dearest love to your daughter, I have 
had no thought whethei; she might be rich 
or 

" Of course not. Nobody does when they 
are in love," Green interrupted impatiently. 
" But high sentiments , won't find people 
bread and cheese, even if my daughter 
were accustomed to it. And this invention 
that you tell me of — you confess yourself 
that you'll want capital for its development. 
Now, granting that you succeed in raising 
it, how am I to know even that your — 
ah, yes, electric megaphone will succeed ? 
What would it ever do for my daughter ? '* 
Green paused to add boastfully, "Nothing, 
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I dare wager. Poof! I hear of hundreds 
of such things. But they never get beyond 
the first stage. They all faiL" 

^'And mine may fail also, I admit/' said 
the engineer, honestly. " Still, I have the 
very strongest hope that ** 

" There you are again ! " Green interrupted, 
unceremoniously. "Suppose I said I hoped 
that if you waited for ten years you would 
still find my daughter disengag^ Would 
you call that biisiness ? No, you wouldn't. 
And neither do I.'* 

Burton looked at the heavy countenance 
enframed within its mutton-chop whiskers. 
The expression of the eyes and long upper 
lip was unyielding and confident. 

"You have spoken of waiting, sir," the 
engineer remarked, slowly, after a pause. 
" That is what I intend to do." 

"Hey! I don't understand!" Green ex- 
claimed, with a start. 

Then Burton explained. He was content 
to leave it that his prospects might be good 
or bad according to opinion. He wished 
to give no ofience, to be perfectly respect- 
ful. But parental rights had a Umit, and 
his mind was made up. Here and now he 
gave fair, straightforward warning. He and 
Blanche had plighted their troth.- They 
would wait for one another in the face of 
any and every discouragement. 
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" What ! in spite of my express refusal,** 
Green said, angrily. 

" No, sir, in the hope that we may 
eventually gain your consent," the engineer 
replied. 

Green reflected. He and his daughter 
would be leaving within two days for Thessaly, 
and it would be easy not to return to Athens. 
**Very good, sir," he answered, after the 
pause. " I shall know what to expect. Take 
your own course, and I take mine. Time 
will show which of us comes out top." 
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THE DISCOVEBY OF THB BRIGANDS 

Thb demand was first made through the 
British Consulate at Volo. Thence it was 
tele^aphed direct to His Britannic Majesty's 
mimster at Athens. Within a few hours, 
Athens knew more or less correctly the greater 
portion of the facts attendant upon the 
Greens' capture by the notorious Thessalian 
brigand, Stomate. They were held for a 
ransom of ten thousand pounds, to be paid 
within sixteen days. It was rumoured almost 
inunediately that the British Government 
would disclaim responsibility and refuse to 
pay; that the captives' hves would in all 
probability depend upon their personal ability 
to meet the demand. 

BolerofiE was not surprised by the dramatic 
position so suddenly created. Aware that 
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Anastasios and Stomate were one and the 
same person, the anarchist had anticipated 
it from the very moment when he heard that 
the Greens were to accompany the brigand 
to Thessaly. And within ten minutes of 
the first publication of the news, he was 
hastily directing his steps towards the Athe- 
nian Electric Power Works. Boleroffs ar- 
rival there in broad daylight caused no 
surprise to the gang workmg secretly under 
his orders. They were prepared for it. 
He appeared at the office, and they 
received him as they would have received a 
stranger. 

A delay ensued before BolerofiPs request 
to see the chief engineer could be granted. 
A clerk, having taken his card, returned, 
saying — 

" This way, please, sir." 

BoleroflE followed the man into the works' 
yard. It was a scene of bustle, with simshine 
pouring hotly down upon it from an un- 
clouded blue sky. Great scoop wagons, 
filled with sacks of coal and drawn by mules, 
were grinding heavily over its gravel ex- 
panse towards two buildings of white brick. 
The air was full of their noise, of their 
creaking axles, of their cracking whips. 
They passed between two of them. A buzz 
from dynamos became more audible; steam 
hissed; and wheeling to the left, through 
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widely open folding doors, the two men 
entered one of the white buildings. Burton 
was here, standing with pen and paper at the 
foot of a great pile of small steam coaL 
They approached him, with a gang of men 
canying sacks of the greasy, nut-shaped 
chunks. Suddenly he saw them, and a word 
of direction passing between him and a fore- 
man, he advanced to meet them. 

"You'll excuse me for not having come 
to you, Boleroff," the engineer exclaimed, 
apologetically. "But I couldn't leave the 
men. We are awfully busy taking in the 
year's coal. I have to sign for the stocks — 
the old and the new." 

Bolerofi glanced at the bare, whitewashed 
walls, at the pile of coal, at the men pouring 
sack after sack to it. 

"So I see ! " he answered drily, with a 
smile. Boleroff paused. His face grew very 
grave. "I shoidd not have disturbed you, 
but I bring bad news," he began* 

Burton had no reason to suspect the mo- 
tives of the man standing before him, and 
speaking so sympathetically. Bolerofi was 
a friend both of the Greens and himself. It 
seemed very natural that the RiLSsian should, 
as he said, come at once with the news to the 
captives' fellow-countryman. 

But to hear so suddenly that Blanche 
was in danger ! To wish to go to her rescue. 
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and yet to feel that he ought not to leave 
the works ! " Come outside, BolerofE," Bur- 
ton said, desperately. '^ I must tell you 
something." 

Bolerofi followed the engineer away from 
the men to a quieter spot. Presently the 
anarchist was being asked for an opinion. 

"I will give it," Boleroff replied, with a 
treacherous candour. *' Tou tell me that 
you love this girl. Well, for me there would 
be no hesitation. I would go to her rescue, 
now, on the instant. I would fail perhaps, 
but I would die before I failed. No, pro- 
fessional duty does not detain you here, 
because you owe a higher duty to the woman 

?ou love. Consider ! the brigands are cruel, 
heir law is inexorable. If the troops ad- 
vance, they kill their captives. Consider ! 
Your Government will not pay. The Greens 
may not be able to find ten thousand pounds. 
What happens ? The brigands cut oj5 an 
ear. They send it to Athens. There follows 
another ear. Then a head, another head, 
and all is over. And against this — what ? 
Tou sign to the receipt of certain quantities 
of coal, leaving those quantities to be filled 
in by your men after your departure. Well, 
I should sign." 

Bolero£E was silent. The dark, piercing 
eyes of his round, snub-nosed face watched 
the engineer keenly. 
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Poor Btirton! Pale, distracted, torn be- 
twixt love and duty, lie yielded to the cun- 
ning falseness of the man before hinu *^ By 
heavens ! I'll go ! " he said. 

Lord Biddenham, His Britannic Majesty's 
Minister at the Legation, was feeling very 
much worried with the interviews and corres- 
pondence which the capture of the Greens 
was giving him. There seemed time for 
nothing. And now, this card which had 
just been brought — 

" Something about the Electric Works, 
I suppose ? " said his lordship, reflectively. 
He raised his head. "I am very busy. 
Ask Mr Beale" (naming the Secretary of 
Legation) " to see him." 

The door closed upon the messenger's 
departure. Presently there was another 
knock, and the Secretary of Legation 
himself came in. There was a hasty 
explanation. 

" Very well ! '* Lord Biddenham grumbled, 
impatiently, " I'll see him." 

There was a short delay. Burton entered. 

The engineer's application was clear and 
to the point. He wished to be supplied 
with any information which the Legation 
might possess regarding the position of the 
brigands who had carried o£E Mr and Miss 
Green. It was his intention to endeavour 
to efEect their rescue. 
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Lord Biddenham felt that his time was 
being wasted. He frowned. " One man 
against twenty ! " the minister answered, 
abruptly. " Useless ! You'll only throw away 
your life." 

^* I do not think so. I have a plan of 
rescue. I am prepared and determined to 
take all risks," Burton replied, boldly. 

" A plan ! " his lordship repeated, irrit- 
ably. What plan of yours can cope with 
the armed strength of twenty brigands ? 
Absurd ! absurd, sir ! " 

Overwork was no excuse for rudeness. 
Burton was silent. 

"You don't answer, Mr Burton," said 
his lordship. 

"You have suggested failure. Lord Bid- 
denham. I prefer not to do so," Burton 
replied, proudly. 

" You speak abruptly," the minister ob- 
served, in a nettled tone, colouring. 

" I speak as I am spoken to," the en- 
gineer replied. 

The nervous systems of both men were 
just then overstrung. They exchanged angry 
glances. 

The minister rose to his feet, and ap- 
proached a map hanging from the wall. 

" Our latest information is that the brigands 
are within the district of Vonitza. Here ! " 
he said, laying a finger upon the spot. " And 
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that the troops under Colonel Laimis have 
drawn a cordon round them." 

Burton's face clouded with disappoint- 
ment. "But Vonitza is a large district," 
he observed, after a pause. "Tou can tell 
me their position no nearer than that ? " 

"I can tell you their position no nearer 
than that," Lord Biddenham repeated, coldly. 

And thereupon the engineer was bowed 

out. 

• ••••• 

The public-house of an English village 
possesses, if not a sign, at least a name. 
"The Cat and Fiddle" or "The Crown" is 
always self-evident to the traveller either 
by pictorial representation, or by letters, 
or by both. It is not so with the tchani, 
or rural inn, of Greece. There is nothing 
to distinguish this latter from a shop or a 
cottage. 

The village which Burton was entering 
clung like a swallow's nest upon a hill among 
the mountains of the Pelion range. Peak, 
precipice, and forest swathed their savage 
grandeur around it. The road, a mere mule 
track over red rock, had been climbing high 
towards the exquisitely azure sky, anon had 
sunk deep towards a white foaming torrent 
before it again wound upwards in among 
the olive groves, in among the figs, in among 
the quinces towards the low-storied houses 
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with their red roofs, and pink, blue, green, 
or white walls. 

It was past noon. Burton had tramped 
far; and the package that he was carrying 
now weighed heavy. The engineer was also 
hungry. " Where is the inn ? " he asked 
himself. 

Just then there appeared from one of 
the cottages a peasant — a wild-looking man, 
dressed in a sheepskin jacket, and carrying 
a knife and pistol at his belt. 

Burton addressed him. 

The peasant bowed, replying with a hand 
upon his heart. Yes, surely ! the village 
had an inn. It could not be mistaken. 
A little farther there was a great plane 
tree — the greatest on the mountain. By 
the side of this plane tree, cool in its shadow, 
was the inn : might his nobility enjoy a good 
appetite ! 

Burton had landed at Volo upon the previ- 
ous Monday, and had at once directed his 
course towards the district of Vonitza, some- 
where among the wild mountains of which 
the brigands were known to be hiding with 
their captives. Whatever hopes the engin- 
eer may have entertained of being helped 
by the cordon of troops surrounding the 
area, were doomed to disappointment. The 
soldiers possessed no information to help 
him forwards in his search for the brigands ; 



Digitized by 



Googk 



THE DISCOVERY OF BRIGANDS 123 

and as any attack npon the latter would, 
according to the inexorable brigand law, 
have been the signal for the Greens' death, 
the soldiers' orders were for the present 
simply to prevent Stomate and his band 
brealong tlurough their ring. It was now 
Thursday, and Burton, leaving the troops, 
had penetrated to the heart of the Vonitza 
district without having yet gained a clue 
to the captives' place of concealment. 

A few paces took Burton to the inn which 
the peasant had described. It lay a little 
below the edge of a small rocky plateau. It 
was one-storied and one-roomed — an or- 
dinary Greek cottage. The door was open, 
showing an interior shadowed into gloom 
by the great branches of a gigantic plane 
tree. Burton entered with a stumble. A 
step down to the mud floor had escaped his 
notice, and after the bright sunshine through 
which he had been climbing, it was some 
moments before he could see what was in 
the windowless, cellar-like apartment. To 
the right was a man, seated at a table, 
drinking wine. To the left was a second 
table from which another man — ^the host as 
he presently proved — ^was just then rising. 
In front were barrels, with a shelf and bottles 
above. Everything was rough and primitive. 

It is rare for the Greek peasant to be any- 
thing but courteous and polite to a stranger. 
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The man seated to the right neither rose 
nor spoke. But from the left, the other 
individual addressed him poUtely. 

'^Tes, it is rather dark here after the 
sunshine," Burton agreed. "Can I have 
something to eat ? " 

The host considered. He had bread, white 
cheese, and black olives. And the wine of 
the village was excellent. 

The fare of the country was being offered 
to the engineer. " That will do," Burton 
replied ; and moving forwards to the vacant 
table, he unstrapped a bundle from his 
shoulders, and sat down. Presently his 
glances wandered to the man sitting silently 
at the opposite table. He was white-faced, 
short, fat, and with a something peculiar in 
his expression which made the engineer ex« 
amine him curiously. Suddenly their eyes 
met. 

" The sun is very hot to-day," Burton 
remarked, addressing him. 

The host was just then drawing a tumbler 
of red wine. At the sound of the voice 
he glanced over his shoulder to explain. 

" The man does not hear your nobility. 
He is deaf and dumb." 

Burton said something sympathetic. Sil- 
ence followed. The host brought out the 
wine, and afterwards the food. Burton 
was eating hungrily when a sudden tapping 
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noise again drew Ids attention to the op- 
posite table. The mute had just emptied 
lis tumbler. He was holding in his right 
land a copper coin, and in his left a pecu- 
iarly-shaped purse bound in the red, blue, 
and white stripes of a Eraser tartan. 

It was odds of thousands to one that there 
was not another purse in Greece like the 
one at which Burton was gazing. He could 
not doubt the evidence of his eyes. Shape 
for shape, and pattern for pattern, it was 
Blanche Green's purse. He remembered 
her telling him one day that she bought it 
in Princes Street, Edinburgh. How could 
the mute have come by its possession ? 
Was he in league with the brigands ? Was 
Stomate and his band in the neighbourhood ? 
Was the host an accomplice ? 

As the questions crowded upon him. 
Burton felt that he had discovered a clue 
to the whereabouts of the brigand band. 
But how was he to follow it up ? The village 
was wild and isolated, and desperate men 
do desperate things. An incautious ques- 
tion might lead to his betrayal into the 
brigands' hands, or perhaps even to his 
murder in the gloomy inn where he foimd 
himself. 

" You will drink with me ? " said the en- 
gineer, presently, turning to his host. 

They clinked glasses. Burton began to 
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lead their conversation cleverly to the sub*, 
ject of the mute. 

" Poor Georyi was bom so," the host ex- 
plained, presently. " He does not belong 
to this village. He lives alone among the 
mountains in a little hut by the side of the 
chapel of Saint Nicholas. It is three hours 
by foot from here — a wild spot. He comes 
to me once a month to buy oil for the Uttle 
lamp which he keeps burning night and day 
before the holy picture." 

The host had answered freely. He seemed 
to know no more. 

Burton had seen many such solitary chapels 
as had just been described to him. Their 
little stone shelters, containing a niche for 
the picture of the patron saint, with a burn- 
ing lamp, and a slab for the money gifts of 
the passers-by, are not uncommon by the 
roadsides and mountain paths of Greece. 
They are often tended by people who practi- 
cally lead the lives of hermits. Burton could 
well beUeve that the mute might be leading 
such a life. But how could the man have 
come by Blanche's purse ? Were the bri- 
gands in the neighbourhood of the chapel ? 

The Greek peasants do not use the deaf 
and dumb alphabet. They have never been 
taught it. It was impossible to inquire about 
the purse save through the host, and Burton 
still feared to arouse his suspicion. There 
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seemed no other course open to the engineer, 
then, but to wait until the mute should leave 
the inn, and afterwards to follow him to 
Saint Nicholas, somewhere in the vicinity 
of which the brigands were probably con- 
cealed. Burton had smoked three cigar- 
ettes before the opportunity presented 
itself. 

Two hours later Burton, having followed 
the mute through a wild country, was enter- 
ing a burnt forest. Thousands of blackened 
trunks stood stiffly and gauntly upon every 
side. The leafless branches, shrivelled and 
twisted with the heat of the fiery blast which 
had passed over them, seemed to have died 
in agony. Birds, animals, and every trace 
of green life had deserted the forest. Naught 
broke its awesome silence save the sudden 
snap of some dry stick, crushed by the feet 
of the men as they advanced, one following 
the other. Presently a rough cart track ap- 
peared, and turning into and descending with 
it, the mute increased his pace. 

A valley now began to hollow out on either 
hand. The burnt trees became thinner, the 
road firmer. Night was falling as they passed 
into a great gorge with the river roaring 
sullenly at its centre, with rocks and slides 
of earth poised terribly above their heads. 
The gloom thickened as the men advanced. 
Burton had to follow closer upon the mute 
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in order not to lose sight of him. Suddenly 
the dark figure ahead halted. There was a 
tiny spark, and another, as the mute struck 
fire from a flint upon tinder, and then a 
sudden blaze of smoky red and yellow flame 
as he lit a torch. 

The unexpected outburst of light scarcely 
gave Burton time to draw back and conceal 
himself in a shadow of the rock. As he 
watched what was happening, the mute 
raised the torch above his head, waving it 
twice to the right and twice to the left. After- 
wards he held it upright and steady. 

A few seconds passed. Then high up 
the left of the black plunge of the gorge 
an answering fire suddenly flared forth, and 
was as suddenly extinguished. 

An inarticulate, animal-like cry of satis- 
faction burst from the mute. Crushing the 
torch into darkness under his feet, he again 
tramped forwards into the gloom. 

Burton waited, an aromatic smoke waft- 
ing to his nostrils. Presently it seemed 
safe to follow after the retreating footsteps ; 
and the engineer was again cautiously draw- 
ing closer to the deaf and dumb man, when 
the latter turned with the road around a 
rocky buttress, and in a moment his figure 
and steps were out of sight and sound. 

Burton hastened forwards. Ab he followed 
around the buttress, there suddenly met his 
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gaze a scene which made him crouch and 
then crawl behind a boulder. 

Some distance beyond where Burton was 
crouching the left side of the gorge bent away 
from the road, forming a small semi-circular 
plot of level ground. A large fire was bum- 
mg at the centre of this space amidst a group 
of oblong foresters' huts. The flames, though 
partly concealed by the rough wooden walls 
and thatched roofs, cast a wide illumination. 
The road, keeping a straight course onwards, 
was seen like a diameter to the level piece of 
ground, and by its right-hand side, and op- 
posite to the huts, was a small chapel — ^a 
mere shrine, with a peaked roof, and open 
at one side. A number of wild-looking figures, 
dressed in blue jackets and white foustan- 
ellas, and armed with rifles, pistols, and 
yataghans, were moving about the huts. 
Their brass cartridge cases and handsome 
silver ornaments suggested that they were 
brigands. The mute parsed among them 
unchallenged. 

Peering over the summit of the boulder. 
Burton watched the scene for some moments. 
As he gazed, he had little doubt that the men 
in front of him were the brigand band for 
whom he had been searching. But where 
were the Greens ? Were they confined in 
one of the huts ? 

Burton's position by the side of the road 
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was dangerous. The brigands might come 
towards him at any moment. Nor cotdd he 
dee well. Being almost upon the same level 
as the huts, their walls concealed what might 
be taking place round the fire. Arranging 
his bundle more firmly upon his back, the 
engineer began cautiously to climb the side 
of the gorge. It proved difficult work to 
gain a vantage spot. Now it was a tree 
which obstructed the downward view, now 
a rock, and now again a detour which the 
difficulties of the climb rendered imperative. 
Presently the engineer found himself work- 
ing round through some arbutus bushes to 
the back of the illuminated hollow. And 
then suddenly, the steep side of the gorge grew 
into a broad level ledge under his feet, and 
looking up through the obscurity. Burton 
saw vaguely above him the black, towering 
mass of an ancient Venetian tower. The 
door of this ruined fortress or pirgos had 
disappeared. Burton groped his way into 
the dank, black interior. His feet knocked 
against something hard. It was a flight of 
stone steps. He began to mount them, 
ascending round and round, higher and higher 
amidst the darkness. At length Burton 
again stepped into the open air upon a flat 
roof. A pace took him to the parapet 
whence, as he had been anticipating, the 
view was down into the hollow — a plunging 
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glance across a short distance of scrub- 
covered slope, and then over the roof of a 
hut to the great fire by the side of which 
the engineer could now see the Greens sitting 
with a group of the brigands. 

Blanche was talking to her father. Their 
voices rose in an indistinct murmur. She 
looked weary, thin, and dejected. Burton 
felt enrfkged to think how she must have 
suffered. Anxiety and privation had told 
upon Green also. His expression had lost 
aU its self-confidence. A ragged growth of 
hair was visible upon his usually smootii- 
shfi^ven chin and long upper hp. 

The night was dark — a ni^ht which 
had no sky, which rested its gloom 
closely upon the earth. It was impossible 
for the bandits to see the summit of the 
tower from which Burton was silently 
watching them. 

Save to Boleroff, it was not known to any- 
one in Athens that Anastasios and Stomate, 
the brigand chief, were one and the same 
individual. It was with a feeling almost 
of stupefaction that Burton now recognised 
him in one of the white -kilted figures 
below. 

For two hours Burton made no endeavour 
to put his previously planned scheme of 
rescue into execution. It was a necessity 
that he should first have speech with the 
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Greens, in order that lie might convey a 
warning to them of what was about to hap- 
pen; and it was impossible for him to 
approach them without being seen. The 
firelight and their position were rendering 
him powerless. Suddenly Stomate approached 
the two captives, and they rose to their 
feet. 

A thrill of anxiety passed over Burton 
as he waited above them upon the tower. 
Into which hut were the Greens going to be 
put 7 He craned his neck over the parapet 
to see. 

An oblong hut was selected, possessing 
no windows. It lay nearest the tower. 
Stomate escorted the two captives inside. 
Presently a thin smoke was rising from the 
tiny chimney. The night was cold. A fire 
had been Ut. Afterwards Stomate reappear- 
ed alone. The door was padlocked, and an 
armed guard posted before it. 

Burton could have shouted for joy. What 
mattered the sentries and ' their rifles, the 
padlock, the blaze of light before the door! 
One ci the walls of the hut was in shadow 
next the scrub. The engineer saw that it 
wouid be possible for him to creep down to 
it unobserved, and that he would be able 
to reach the hut's chinmey with a long stick 
"^hich he intended presently to cut from the 
scrub. 
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And now preparing for action. Burton 
removed Ids boots, and turned eagerly to 
the bundle which he had laid by his side upon 
the roof of the tower. 
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CHAPTER Vin 

A MABVELLOUS BESCUB 

The bundle which Burton was bending over 
was some five feet long, and of peculiar shape. 
One end was swollen knob-like, the other 
was comparatively thin. The whole was 
enclosed in a covering of waterproof American 
cloth, opening down the side with a row of 
buttons. 

The darkness shrouding the Venetian tower 
compelled the engineer to work entirely by 
touch. Feeling for the buttons, he undid 
them, and folded the cloth back. A cold 
surface of smooth metal tube lay under his 
hands. He felt along this to a small end. 
Another and a separate object here came 
under his fingers. It was a loose coil of 
silk-covered wire, to which were attached 
two wooden handles. Burton picked this 
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np and, leaving the rest of the package be- 
hind him, descended from the tower in his 
stockinged feet. The engineer found him- 
self upon a rocky ledge already described. 
He entered silently into the scrub surround- 
ing it. 

Burton had noted from the tower the 
direction which he wished to follow. The 
brigands' voices were also a guide as he de- 
scended through the bush. Presently the 
glare of the bandits' fire was showing below 
him through a network of branches. A long 
straight bough of sycamore offered itseU 
black against this light. Burton paused to 
cut and trim it into a rod with a fork at its 
upper end like that of a clothes-prop. The 
voices of the brigands grew louder as he 
continued his descent. He arrived at the 
extreme edge of the bush, and halted. 

An unexpected danger was confronting 
the engineer. A distance of six yards separ- 
ated the bush from the back of the hut in 
which the Oreens were imprisoned. The 
interval, lost in shadow^ had not been ap- 
parent from the tower. Burton could only 
cross it at the peril of his Uf e, for the guards 
posted before the door of the oblong hut 
might at any moment turn either angle of the 
buflding, meeting him with rifle or knife. 

There was no way out of the difficulty. 
The danger had to be faced if Blanche 
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were to be rescued ; and with set lips and a 
passionately beating heart. Burton stepped 
lightly from the Weltering bush into the 
open. 

The period till he reached the side of the 
hut felt long as a lifetime. 

With the voices of the brigand guards 
chatting and laughing almost at his elbows, 
as it seemed, Burton lifted the forked stick 
cautiously up and up towards the chimney 
of the hut. It was too short. There was 
no stone, nothing upon which the engineer 
could stand and increase his length of reach. 
He decided that he would return to the scrub 
for a longer stick. A cat could not have 
withdrawn more lightly. 

Ten minutes passed. The brigand guards 
were still chatting and laughing unconcern- 
edly. Burton again crossed from the bush 
to the back of the hut. The stick which 
he now brought with him was longer, its 
fork broader and larger. A cautious trial 
showed that it reached the chimney with 
ease. Lowering the stick noiselessly upon 
the ground. Burton passed over its fork one 
of the handle-like objects attached to the 
coil of silk-covered wire which he had taken 
from the package left behind upon the tower. 
Afterwards, holding the wire in his hand, 
the engineer raised the stick with its sus- 
pended weight over the smoking orifice of 
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tlie chimney. Success rewarded him. As 
Burton paid out the wire, the weight gradu- 
ally descended the chimney into the hut. 
Presently, calculating that it was now sus- 
pended immediately above the fire burning 
within, the engineer checked the move- 
ment, and listened strainingly with an ear 
against the wall of the hut. He could hear 
Green talking monotonously. 

Burton waited anxiously. Green's voice 
still droned on. The occupants of the hut 
did not seem to notice anything. Presently 
the engineer jerked the wire which he was 
holding, feeling the weight within rise and 
fall. 

And that seemed to do it! 

There was an exclamation from Blanche. 
Green grew silent. Burton could hear him 
rise to his feet, and approach the fireplace. 

There followed some terrible moments 
when Burton feared that the Greens might 
fail to understand, and would alarm the 
guards — when he prepared himself to run 
for his life. Suddenly a discussion which 
had arisen in the hut grew silent: and 
Burton felt a gentle tug at the wire which 
he was holding. 

For reply, the engineer placed the other 
handle-like weight to his mouth. "It is I, 
Burton," he whispered, through the tele- 
phone. "Be silent, till I speak again." 
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And raising and carrying away the forked 
stick, the engineer retreated to the bush, 
unwinding behind him the thin silk-covered 
wire. It was all done with splendid nerve 
— ^with an unhurried, almost drill-like neat- 
ness. 

At the time when Burton first planned in 
Athens his remarkable scheme for the Greens' 
rescue, the model of his electric megaphone 
had arrived at the stage of a not quite per- 
fect speech — ^it would transmit, but inter- 
mittently, with no certainty — ^and its powers 
without further improvement were not 
equal to the sustained strain of a conversa- 
tion or an address. The Greek brigands 
are superstitious, like the peasants from 
whom they derive. It was upon this super- 
stition that Burton hoped to play with the 
weird, thunderous voice of his invention. 
It was his design, speaking mysteriously 
from the concealment of night, to terrify 
them into abandoning their prey. The 
dangers of this scheme — ^the possibilities of 
the machine breaking down and of the bri- 
gands holding their ground — could not hold 
back a lover with Burton's ardour and pluck. 
Nevertheless the engineer's nature was prac- 
tical as well as chivalrous. The scheme 
appeared crude as it stood. Burton had 
no means of knowing in what position he 
would discover the Greens, but ho took it 
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for granted that they would be surronnded 
with guards, compelling him to operate with 
the megaphone from a distance. How in 
these circumstances would he convey a pre- 
liminary warning to the captives, prepar- 
ing them for an eflEort to escape ? How 
again would they communicate to him the 
effect produced from moment to moment 
upon the brigands by his manipulation of 
the megaphone, in order that he might in- 
crease it ? It was now that the idea of 
carrying a light telephone with him occurred 
to the engineer. 

The wire proved only just long enough. 
Retracing his steps safely through the bush, 
Burton reached the summit of the Venetian 
tower with scarcely a yard of slack to spare. 
He immediately reopened communication 
with the prisoners below. The brigands 
had arrived at the chapel three days back. 
They had robbed the Greens of all their 
ready money and jewellery, and observ- 
ing how the colours of her empty tartan 
purse had appeared to please the mute, 
Blanche had herself made him a present 
of it. 

The engineer's position upon the tower 
was soon explained to the captives, and 
the part which they were to play in the 
extraordinary rescue which he was about 
to attempt. There was a pause. 
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** I think that is all I have to say/' Burton 
whispered. 

" W-wait a moment ! " Green's voice 
replied, with a gasp. " Isn't there any 
other way ? It is so fearfully dangerous. 
Couldn't we — don't you — I — I almost 
think ^" 

Green was evidently losing nerve. " No, 
there is no other way," Burton answered, 
sturdily. ^^ So, buck up, Green, I am going 
to begin." 

The engineer turned to the package lying 
upon the roof of the tower. Drawing out 
the electric megaphone, he raised it through 
the darkness to the edge of the parapet. 
Stomate, with the main body of the brigands 
and the mute were seated below round the 
fire. Two more brigands were on guard 
before the door of the Greens' hut, closer 
to the tower. Burton turned the gaping 
mouth of the megaphone till it pointed into 
the blackness pulsing fitfully over the wild, 
fair -like glare of the hollow. There was a 
thrill when the smooth metal almost slipped 
from his hands, threatening to dint and 
smash upon the rocks below. Then the 
instrument was again firmly in his grasp, 
an electric current was turned on with a 
sizzling noise, and drawing a long breath. 
Burton placed his lips to the megaphone's 
mouthpiece. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



A MARVELLOUS RESCUE 141 

Immediately a terrific groan, bursting as 
if from the very soul of the night, rent the 
air with its sudden agony. 

But the moment before the brigands hJ^ 
been sitting round the fire. They sprang 
to their feet, gazing upwards. It was as 
if a spring had been touched, raising all 
save the mute upright in a ring. 

The monstrous sound seemed to curve, 
fall, and crash into a thousand echoes. It 
passed leagues away over peak and gorge, 
tearing irresistibly through the gloom like 
a hurricane's blast. 

The reverberations died slowly away. 
Silence returned, settling through the dark- 
ness like a wave. Suddenly there was a 
rush of feet as the guards before the Greens' 
door fled to join their comrades at the fire. 
The movement was contagious. A man 
began to run, and another to follow. 

Stomate drew a revolver. " Stand steady 1 " 
the brigand chief cried, resolutely. 

The man paused, trembling in every limb. 
" I wish to pray. I was going to Saint 
Nicholas," he said. 

The holy saint ! Who else could save 
them but Saint Nicholas ? It was a sug- 
gestion of salvation. Again it was as if 
a spring had moved the men. Breaking past 
Stomate, they rushed in a body across the 
open space^ and passing between the huts^ 
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and crossing a road, fell upon their knees 
before the shrine. 

The mute rose sluggishly to his feet. He 
accompanied the brigand chief as the latter 
followed after his men. Presently the fire 
flared alone. 

Burton seized the opportunity. "Break 
open the door, and come up here to me," 
he telephoned from the tower down to the 
captives. 

An anxious delay followed. Burton 
watched the hut. Then Green's voice came 
up, pantingly, " H-h-I can't. It is too 
strong." 

Burton glanced at the brigands. They were 
still kneeling before the lamp of the holy 
picture. Stomate and the mute had joined 
them, and were standing behind the group 
in the background. Should he descend 
and endeavour to release the captives, the 
engineer asked himself. He sent a question 
below before deciding. 

" Can you see whether they have left the 
key in the padlock ? " 

There was a pause. 

** No, they have not," Green answered. 

" You are certain ? " 

There was another pause. "Certain," 
Green repeated. " I can see the padlock 
through a chink. The key is not in it." 

Burton reflected. Again he asked himself 
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the question — Bhould he descend ? It would 
probably take time to smash or wrench 
ofi the padlock, and some of the brigands 
might return while he was engaged in doing 
80. Were they too close to justify the risk 
of such a step ? Would it be better first 
to drive them farther away by the mega- 
phone ? But here again was a difficulty 
created by the withdrawal of the brigands 
to the chapel — the Greens being no longer 
able to hear them, were unable to telephone 
up what they said. If he should now speak 
with the megaphone, Burton perceived that 
he would have to guesa the effect which it 
produced upon the minds of the brigands. 
He would be compelled to proportion his 
words solely to their actions, as seen from 
the tower. There could be no other guide. 
Should he take this risk in preference to 
the other ? 

Once more Burton glanced at the brigands 
kneeling before the pale light of the shrine, 
at the figures of Stomate and the mute stand- 
ing stiffly in the background. Suddenly he 
turned to the telephone, whispering a warn- 
ing into it. 

Compared with his men, Stomate was a 
man who had travelled. As Anastasios, the 
whilom guest of the Hotel d'Angleterre, he 
was no stranger to modem invention. The 
simplicity of a looking-glass was no mystery 
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to be kicked with the foot in an endeavour 
to discover what it might mean. The bri- 
gand chief had seen raUways, bicycles, gas, 
and electric light. A marvel was not neces- 
sarily a miracle. But how was he to restore 
courage to his men by convincing them 
that their superstitious fear must be pro- 
duced by some human agency ? 

" The holy saint speaks — ^he, himself/' 
they cried, as the megaphone thundered 
words over their heads. " It is Saint 
Nicholas's will that we should set free the 
captives." 

Stomate saw that it would be impossible 
to injluence them directly. But he was 
cunning. 

"Fools!" he shouted, "it is not Saint 
Nicholas who speaks, but the devils of the 
gorge who are putting words into his holy 
mouth. They wish you to abandon the 
captives that they may ruin you." 

Devils ! There were those who knew it 
to be possible, who were convinced and 
grew brave at once. They began to sup- 
port Stomate. There was an angry argu- 
ment. Some wished to abandon the cap- 
tives. Others wished still to hold them. 
Knives were drawn. 

The ruin of the band was threatened. 
Stomate grew mad with despair and rage. 
"Behold!" he shouted. "Saint Nicholas 
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never speaks ! '* And turning his revolver 
suddenly upon the holy picture^ he fired 
over the burning lamp. 

The bullet hit true. The face of the saint 
starred and crumpled before their eyes. 

But even as the smoke of the revolver 
was drifting away, there was a howl from 
behind them like that of an animal, and 
with a bound, the mute sprang forward to 
plunge a knife into Stomate's heart. 

The tragedy was over in a moment, the 
sacrilege avenged. 

With the great voice of the megaphone 
thundering in their ears and calling upon them 
to repent, the scene was more than the bri- 
gands' nerves could bear; They scattered 
and fled, abandoning the captives. 

A little later the Greens were making for 
Volo with their gallant rescuer. They never 
saw the brigands again. 

After undergoing considerable hardships 
among the mountains, the three fugitives 
reach^ the port of the Pagasoean Oulf in 
safety. Hunger and fatigue drove them at 
once to an hotel upon the quay. Here they 
learnt that a steamer, then lying in the bay, 
was about to sail within a few hours for 
the Piraeus. Having failed to procure any 
resin from Stomate, Oreen found himself 
under the necessity of returning to Athens 
to take up another contract and complete 
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the supply which he required. He was wil- 
ling, indeed he was anxious to proceed with 
this boat. But the strain and privation 
through which they had just passed sud- 
denly proved too much for his daughter. 
Blanche fainted. A doctor was called in. 

** Well, what does he say ? " Burton in- 
quired, anxiously, when Oreen reappeared 
after the consultation. 

Green shrugged his shoulders. *' Just what 
I expected," he answered. "She is quite 
knocked up. The doctor orders several 
days in bed, with complete rest and 
quiet." 

Green's manner toward the engineer had 
changed since his rescue from the brigands. 
The danger through which he had passed 
seemed to have softened him. His former 
air of contemptuous superiority had almost 
vanished. He appeared grateful to his 
daughter's lover. 

But would the change last with such a 
nature when it found itself restored to a 
normal course of life ? Burton had asked 
himself the question many times during 
the journey from St Nicholas to the port. 
Grateful as Blanche's father seemed to him, 
the engineer almost feared to build hopes 
upon it. 

With such a doubt in his mind, it was 
natural that Burton should look upon 
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Blanclxe's breakdown as most unlucky. Could 
they aU have returned together on the steamer, 
there would have been many opportunities of 
cultivating a mood favourable to the lovers' 
hopes. But duty was duty. Green's sugges- 
tion that he should remain with them at 
Volo till Blanche was strong enough to travel 
must be refused. 

"No, sir, it is impossible. I must go 
by this boat," Burton answered, in his 
manly, straightforward way. "There can 
be no question that it is now my duty to get 
back to the works as soon as possible. If 
it were not for that, I should be but too 
thankful to remain here till we could all re- 
turn to Athens together. It distresses me 
to go on alone. I have the feeling that if 
I could only return with you and Blanche, 
you would get to know me better, and all 
would come right. I seem to be throwing 
away a chance. I mean, sir, that rightly 
or wrongly I have been building hopes on 
your maimer towards me lately." 

" I understand ! " Green exclaimed, with 
a sudden good-humour, slapping the engineer 
upon the shoulder. "Put your mind at 
ease. I shan't forget what you have done 
for me. And look here ! Once I never 
thought anything of your electric megaphone. 
I do now. There is money in it. You'll be 
somebody some day." 
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Under a sensation of relief, Burton was 
in no mood to analyse motives too closely. 
His face lighted up with surprise and 
pleasure. ^' Then Blanche and I may hope 
that '' 

"Yes, you wait till I follow after you to 
Athens," Green interrupted. "FU warrant 
there won't be much for you and Blanche to 
grumble at, then. I shall make it all right. 
You trust me. I don't do things by halves." 

" But if the megaphone should not prove 
a success, sir ? " 

"Pooh! it will. I have heard it, and 
that is enough for me," Green replied, with 
emphasis. " No, you go right away to Athens. 
There is not a man there, from the king 
downwards, who won't be glad to know you 
in three weeks' time." 

Alas! even as he spoke, a warrant was 
being issued in the Grecian capital for the 
engineer's arrest upon a charge of robbing 
coal from the Athenian Electric Power Works. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



CHAPTER IX 

UNDXB THB AROHWAT OF THB OAOL 

Thb steamer from Volo, bearing Burton witli 
it, entered the Piraeus after an uneventful 
voyage. A railway, some six miles in length, 
connects the port with the Grecian capital. 
The engineer was feeling intensely anxious 
to get back to his post. The size and shape 
of his electric megaphone made it too awk* 
ward an object to be carried with him into 
the ordinary passenger compartment. On 
the other han(^ it was too delicate to be 
safely entrusted to the guard's van. Burton 
cut the Gordian knot of this difficulty by 
temporarily committing the instrument to 
the custody of a parcels' office. When ar- 
rested a little later in Athens, he was carry- 
ing nothing but a small handbag. 
BolerofE had planned his vQlainous plot 
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against the engineer's honour too carefully 
for it to fail. True to the information with 
which he had supplied the Athenian police, 
coal was found in a house recently purchased 
by the engineer in Odos Limni. It was 
identical in quality and quantity with that 
missing from the stocks of the Electric Power 
Works, for which Burton had made him- 
self responsible by his signature. It was 
useless for the engineer to plead in his 
defence the circumstances under which he 
had signed the stock receipts in advance. 
The plot against him was too strong and 
mysterious in its inception. Burton saw 
himself condemned to two years' imprison- 
ment. And in face of this, the latest scandal 
at the Electric Power Works, Athenian gossip 
professed no surprise save that the engineer 
should have chosen to return into the 
hands of Justice. 

Boleroff s triumph had been rapid and com- 
plete. Burton was actually confined within 
the walls of the Asteiotis prison when the 
Greens, arriving from Volo, reappeared at 
the Hotel d'Angleterre. 

They received the news of the engineer's 
disgrace very differently. 

Blanche wrote to the prison at once. Her 
love for Burton was too true and deep 
to be destroyed by any shock of misfortune. 
It was impossible for her to believe that the 
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engineer could have been guilty of the dis- 
honourable acts imputed to him. Reginald, 
she felt, must in some way be the victim of 
a cruel misunderstanding. It made Blanche 
passionately indignant to think of him dis- 
graced and in prison. The girl's generous 
nature responded to the crisis with a feeling 
that it was a time above all others when she 
must be loyal to her lover Reginald, who 
was so brave, and tender, and honourable. 
He was innocent. Nothing should shame 
him away from her love. What was there 
that she would not do to help and comfort 
him in his wretchedness, to show him that 
say what the world would she believed in his 
innocence ? All this and more she put into 
her letter. 

Poor Blanche ! Her father looked at matters 
in another light. Green was too selfish to 
consider anything but the hard fact of 
the engineer s present disgrace. He refused 
to remember the past in a perception 
that Burton was now a felon. The engineer 
was no longer suitable society. Green 
wished to have nothing more to do with 
him, to have it buried in oblivion that 
they had ever been friends. "Forget the 
man. Don't speak of him," he urged his 
daughter. 

Forget the man she loved ! It was 
not in Blanche's nature. Again and 
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again she endeavoured to persuade her 
father to visit Burton at the prison, to see 
whether nothing could be done through the 
British Legation to rescue the engineer from 
his terrible position. Time after time Green 
refused. 

Nor was this Blanche's only trouble. Green 
made no secret of his intention to return 
to England immediately the business which 
was detaining him in Athens was concluded. 
Meanwhile he was bent upon " hushing up " 
as far as he could the relations which existed 
between Burton and his daughter. Blanche 
had never clearly imderstood why her father 
should want to buy resin, nor why they should 
be passing under the pseudonym of Green. 
For all that she knew to the contrary, the 
mvsterious business in which he was engaged 
might be concluded at any moment. Their 
retunj to England would follow. Day after 
day dragged wearily by under this anxiety, 
and still her letter to the prison remained 
unanswered. What was happening to her 
lover ? Was he ill ? There was no one 
to tell her. The unfortunate girl grew 
more and more wretched. Suddenly Burton 
wrote. His previous silence was now 
explained. 

The engineer had been compelled to earn 
good conduct marks before he was allowed 
to reply to her letter. His darling was to 
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cheer up, to be as brave as she was true. He 
was innocent. Some day everything must 
come right under Heaven's justice. Mean- 
while he was well. They were giving him 
more liberty. And now for something that 
would make Blanche laugh ! The governor 
of the prison owned a pet English bull — one 
of the original wild stock from the herd at 
ChiUinffham Park. The animal was very 
valuable, of a creamy white colour, with a 
black muzzle. It was kept in a field behind 
the prison. Twice a day Burton was now 
told oS under an armed guard to feed it. 
It was funny work, but better than being 
always inside the wails. He liked the change 
and open air. 

It was a courageous and patient letter. 
Blanche felt proud of her lover as she read 
it. Afterwards the old wretchedness return- 
ed more strongly to the girl's sensitive heart. 
Two years* imprisonment! Would they, 
dare they, so punish an innocent man? 
Was such a cruel injustice to be allowed to 
continue ? Were they to be parted for such 
an age ? Alas ! it seemed so. The thought 
maddened Blanche. She began to consider 
whether it might not be possible to effect 
Burton's escape. 

The engineer mentioned in his letter that 
he was now being sent twice a day under 
the charge of an armed guard into a field 
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behind the prison. A field ! Blanche could 
almost fancy that she saw it, and someone 
creeping, creeping to his rescue. But who 
would help her ? Her father ? No ! she 
dare not even show Burton's letter to him, 
lest he might destroy it. Would Boleroff, 
their fellow guest in the hotel, and her 
one friend in Athens ? Would he take pity 
on her ? 

In her desperation, Blanche determined 
to try. An opportunity soon presented itself. 

Strange as are the pranks which Fate plays, 
it had never occurred to the anarchist's mind 
that he would be asked to rescue the man 
whom he had just ruined. But the circum- 
stances of his Ufe made Boleroff ever on 
his guard. He concealed his astonishment 
when Blanche handed him Burton's letter. 
His manner was an admirable blend of cour- 
tesy and sympathy while he listened to an 
explanation of the events which compelled 
her appeal to him. 

Nevertheless, Boleroff felt no real pity 
for the girl as she pleaded for his assistance. 
He was not the man to go back upon an 
action without a strong motive. Rescue 
Burton ! Endanger his own safety for a man 
who had given blm so much trouble in the 
past ! 

Bolerofi's answer was never doubtful till 
Blanche entered upon an account of her 
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rescue from the brigands by the engineer's 
megaphone. 

Now her enthusiastic description of the 
instnmient and its capacities touched his 
imagination. Making allowance for girlish 
exaggeration, there must still remain reality 
in this electric megaphone which had been 
able to put to flight armed and desperate 
men. What would such an invention not 
do for the anarchistic cause ? If he could 
only secure possession of it, the audiences 
of the world would be at his feet ! 

The magnificence of the thought, appealing 
more and more strongly to his ambition, 
brought a flush into the round Slavonic 
countenance. The dark, almond-shaped eyes 
grew more briUiant; a smile played under 
the black ^moustache. 

Blanche perceived Boleroff's emotion with- 
out understanding its cause. His smile en- 
couraged her to plead more urgently. 

Suddenly he spoke. 

" If I help to rescue Mr Burton, it must 
be in my own way," he said. " But before 
I tell you my idea, let me see his letter 
again." 

There was lying alongside a quay of the 
PirsBUS at this time a steamer of some fifteen 
hundred tons. She had two funnels painted 
with red and blue bands. The name " John 
Bobinson " was upon her bows. 
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The " John Robinson " was owned by the 
anarchistic organisation of which Boleroff 
alias Stavinski was the chief. Her cargo was 
almost complete. Electric accumulators were 
being loaded aboard openly. The authori- 
ties of the port were unaware that the pack- 
ages they checked were anything but empties 
from a factory for the London market. There 
was no suspicion that each accumulator was 
heavily charged, and with current stol^i 
from the Athenian Electric Power Works. 
They had never before dealt with such a 
cargo. No one had thought of testing it. Li 
fact, the " John Robinson's " papers were 
even then being prepared. She would clear 
for London, perhaps to-morrow, perhaps the 
day after. But the captain of the "John 
Robinson" was reserved. No one knew for 
certain. 

It was to this steamer that Boleroff deter- 
mined to bring Burton after he had efiected 
the latter's escape by the plan which he now 
confided to Blanche. 

She thanked him passionately. Alas ! the 
girl did not know what was to follow 
upon her lover's rescue from the Asteiotis 
prison. 

Ignorant of the " John Robinson's " cargo, 
the engineer was to be secretly persuaded 
to embark upon her for London with the 
electricity stolen from the works of which 
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he had been manager. He was to be mur- 
dered by the crew during the voyage, and 
his megaphone subsequently conveyed to 
the London accumulator depot belonging 
to the anarchists. There, some weeks later, 
Bolerofi would find and take possession 
of it. 

Could anything save the lovers from such 
a Pelion upon Ossa of villainy ? 

Bolerofi did not wish to delay the " John 
Robinson's" departure. It was presently 
a^eed that he should endeavour to rescue 
the engineer during the coming evening. 

A few hours after parting from Blanche, 
Bolerofi was in Kephisia Road, walking 
towards the Stadium. His most intimate 
friend would not now have recognised 
him. The clever use of a black pencil at 
the comers of the eyes, nose, and mouth, 
together with the adoption of thick eyebrows 
and a busby black beard had altered 
and aged him by twenty years. A " roomy " 
suit of sober colouring completed his 
disguise. 

Night was closing in, when skirting by the 
dusky marble-tiered pit of the Stadium 
Bolerofi directed his steps over some open 
ground towards a number of yellow • lights. 
Presently the anarchist was entering amongst 
the busy bustle of a large laager of 
wagons. 
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" I wish to see the proprietor of the men- 
agerie/' Boleroff said, addressing the first 
man whom he met. 

" Straight forwards, sir. The wagon with 
the crimson blinds." 

It was soon found. Boleroff mounted a 
little step - staircase, to knock at a glass- 
panelled door. 

The proprietor himself answered the sum- 
mons. Presently he understood that the 
stranger sought him on a matter of 
business. 

" Very well. Come in, sir," he invited. 

The wagon was very snug. Crimson cur- 
tains shrouded its windows on the right and 
left. A fire was burning in a grate at the 
end. Boleroff took the seat which was offered 
to him. 

"I wish to know whether you have a 
Bengal tiger here amongst your collection of 
animals ? " he asked. 

The proprietor laughed good-humouredly. 

" Certainly, I have," he replied. " Mine 
wouldn't be a first-class show if I had not." 

" Very good ! " Boleroff replied, simply. " I 
wish to lure it for twelve hours." 

The proposal astounded the proprietor. 
His jaw dropped. Suddenly he recovered 
himself with a frown. "You are joking. 
You waste my time, sir," he suggested^ 
angrily. 
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Boleroff met the man's indignant glance 
gravely. "No, I am serious. Name your 
price," lie replied. 

Hire a tiger for twelve honrs ! In all his 
forty years' experience the proprietor had 
never met with such an application! Was 
the man mad? 

"But why ^" he began. 

"Pardon me, but my object does not 
concern you," Boleroff interrupted, firmly. 
"I don't ask for questions. I make you a 
proposal. I wish to hire your tiger for 
twelve hours. I want the animal now, with its 
van and horses. I shall also require a second 
van — ^an empty. The first van I shall drive 
myself. For the second, you will supply 
me with a driver. Name your price." And 
plunging his hand into his pocket, Boleroff 
drew out a handful of gold, laying it loosely 
upon a table near them. 

The proprietor reflected. His tiger was 
valuable. What could be the meaning and 
motive of this extraordinary proposal ? In- 
sanity? No, the man was too evidently 
self-possessed, his eyes too steady and full 
of purpose. A practical joke of some kind ? 
No, he was too old, his appearance too 
sedate. Fraud ? 

With the last thought occurring to his mind, 
the proprietor's eyes turned towards the gold 
lying upon the table. " Not enough ! " he 
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Baid, answering cnrtness with curtness. " You 
are a stranger to me. If I part with my 
tiger, how am I to know that I shall ever see 
it again ? " 

Bolerofi leant forwards, so that they came 
more closely eye to eye. "I am a stranger 
to you," he agreed. " But your man will 
be with me. I am also willing that you 
should insure yourself against nsk. There- 
fore say how much, and I pay the money 
down." 

The proprietor picked up one of the gold 
coins, giving it a careful examination. The 
metal was genuine. It was undoubtedly 
good« After a pause of calculation, he named 
a sum which guaranteed him against all risk. 
It was very large. 

" I accept ! " Boleroff replied. He began 
to tell forth more gold upon the table. 

The bargain was struck. Two cage vans, 
with the usual yellow shutters, and each 
drawn by a pair of horses, were speedily 
prepared. Mounting the box of the one which 
contained the tiger, Boleroff drove steadily 
away from the menagerie into the dusk. 

No halt was made till the vans reached the 
comer of University street in Athens. A 
heavy bribe here got rid of the driver of the 
second vehicle, his place being taken by one 
of BoleroS's men who had been warned to 
be in readiness. 
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The exchange was effected in a few mo- 
ments. Afterwards the vans, proceeding 
straight through the heart of the capital, 
entered a suburb lying in the direction of 
Eephisia. A turn to the left now brought 
the vehicles suddenly by the side of a high 
wall into an open space before a large stone 
building; and driving between two tall 
standard gas-lamps, Bolerofi halted his van 
immediately in front of a lofty, iron-studded 
door. He had arrived at the entrance of 
the Asteiotis gaol. A postern opened. A 
soldier thrust his head out inquiringly. 

" From the governor ! " said Boleroff, ad- 
dressing him boldly. 

The soldier withdrew. The postern closed. 
There was a noise of bolts being drawn, and 
soon the great folding-doors were swung wide 
open. 

Boleroff drove straight in, followed by the 
empty van. He found himself under a broad, 
gas-Ut archway. His further progress was 
presently checked by a massive iron grille, 
beyond which lay the prison yard. 

After closing and locking the door through 
which the vans had just entered, the soldier 
came forwards. Boleroff stooped from the 
box seat to hand him a letter. 

" From the governor for the officer in 
charge of the guard I " he said, authoritatively. 

The man glanced at the superscription 
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of the envelope. Afterwards he disappeared 
with the note into a guard-room upon the 
left. 

The anarchistic organisation of which 
Boleroff was the head held in its possession 
plans of the principal European gaols, a &ict 
casting a sidelight upon more than one 
notorious escape about this period. The 
topography of the Asteiotis prison was in this 
way well known to BolerofiE. The anar- 
chist was also well aware that its governor 
was then away on a few days' leave. The 
letter just handed to the soldier was forged. 
It instructed the officer of the guard that 
the governor had suddenly sold ms bull to 
the proprietor of Davidson's travelling men- 
agerie. Number 4640, the English convict. 
Burton, was ordered to assist the bearer of 
the letter to " van " the animal. A receipt 
was to be taken by the officer of the guard 
for its safe delivery. 

Boleroff calculated that, upon the receipt 
of this letter, the engineer would be told off 
under a guard to accompany him to the field 
in which Burton had described the bull as 
being kept. This was to be their opportunity. 
The guard would be shot. The horses would 
be cut adrift from the vans; and mounting 
them, the three men would make their escape 
under cover of the night to the PirsBan port. 
For the rest, the presence of the tiger was a 
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mere "bluff" to give greater reality to the 
contents of the letter. 

It was a bold game to play. Boleroff 
waited amdonsly. Suddenly the clank, clank, 
clank of a sword sounded, and a young officer 
in a blue uniform hastily entered the arch- 
way from the guard-room. 

The anarchist saluted him. 

** You come from Davidson's menagerie T ** 

" Yes, captain." 

The officer ran his eye along horses, van, 
and then again more horses, and another 
van. He referred to a letter which he was 
holding. " The governor mentions one van ; 
you bring two," he objected, doubtfully, 
after a pause. 

"Yes, captain," Boleroff replied, readily, 
with another salute. " I am moving a tiger 
as well. A beauty, she is." The anarchist 
turned his head. "Demetri," he said, rais- 
ing his voice, and addressing the driver of the 
second van, "take down the shutters. Let 
the officer see Sophia." 

The driver of the second van threw down 
his reins, and began to descend. Some sol- 
diers, curious to see the sight, crowded 
forth from the guard-room into the archway. 
The officer addressed one of them. 

"Corporal Negris," he said, "fetch Num- 
bejp 4640, Block B., Cell 81. — Here! take 
this." And dipping a pen into a little 
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bottle suspended from his breast, he wrote 
an order. 

Corporal Negris received the paper with 
a salute. Turning smartly upon his heel, he 
opened a postern in the heavy iron grille 
and disappeared. 

Demetri was already unhooking the shutters 
of the first van, leaning them one by one 
against the archway wall as he took them 
down. Presently the whole of one side of 
a cage was disclosed; and a magnificent 
tiger, its yellow coat brindled with black, 
could be seen restlessly pacing behind iron 
bars. 

A murmur of mingled admiration and awe 
rose from the soldiers. The officer stepped 
nearer to the cage. 

" Not too close, captain ! " Bolerofi re- 
marked, wamingly. 

The officer gazed at the ferocious eyes, at the 
cruel shining fangs. " What a devil to meet 
in the open ! " he exclaimed with a laugh. 

The words had scarcely left his mouth 
when there was a noise of someone nmning 
across the prison yard. The grille postern 
was dashed open. " Cell 81 is empty. Num- 
ber 4640 has escaped ! " Corporal Negris cried, 
leaping through. 

There was a pause of astonishment. Sud- 
denly the officer sprang to the open postern. 

" Bring the key ! " he shouted, closing the 
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iron grating with a crash, and drawing his 
sword. 

A few seconds later Boleroff and his man 
were like rats in a trap. 

It was useless for the anarchist to protest 
that they had no connection with Burton's 
escape. The officer's suspicions had been 
aroused by the coincidence of their strange 
inquiry for the prisoner and the latter's 
flight. " Get down ! " he repeated, sternly. 
I don't know you. I shall detain you for 
inquiries." 

Detention meant ruin. An alarm bell was 
rousing the rest of the gaol into an uproar. 
Every minute increased his peril. Boleroff's 
face grew like marble. 

" You insist ! You accept the responsibility 
of detaining us — ^free subjects of King George," 
he said threateningly, making no move to 
descend. 

" I do," the officer replied. " I order you 
for the last time. Get down, or my men 
shall remove you." 

A queer smile passed over Boleroff's face. 
** Very well, I yield to force, protesting that 
your action is illegal," he replied, beginning 
slowly to unbuckle a waterproof apron from 
his knees. 

The officer and soldiers watched in a silence 
unbroken save by the hurried tolling of the 
prison belL 
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Presently Boleroff rose to bis feet and, turn- 
ing round, began to descend by a wheel of 
the van. He seemed to slip upon its last 
spoke. The faU made him stagger to the 
right. It was not till the door of the tiger's 
cage was actually thrown open that they saw 
what he was about. Then there was no 
time. Boleroff ducked under the body of the 
van, escaping to the other side of the arch; 
and, with a terrific roar, the tiger was 
launching itself out. 

The huge yellow body struck against .the 
side of the arch, falling with a furious clinging 
and clawing at the bricks and mortar. It 
writhed over upon the horses. They reared 
with human -like shrieks, forcing the end 
of the van crash against the guard -room 
door. The tiger got down, under, and 
between them. Her roar became muffled, 
a munching growl of delight. Suddenly the 
shafts broke. The animals fought forward 
amongst the soldiers with a tempest of glitter- 
ing hoob. The officer staggered, fell, and 
was kicked senseless. 

*^ Open the gates 1 " someone ordered amidst 
terrific confusion. The cry was taken up 
madly. 

" Open the gates I Open the gates ! ** 

A panic-stricken soldier, the man who had 
first admitted BoleroS through the folding- 
doors into the archway, obeyed. Unlocking 
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and dashing open the postern, he stumbled 
and rolled forth into the open air. 

Quick as lightning the drivers of the vans 
followed, and jumping over his body, a second 
later were fleeing breathless but unharmed 
into the capitaL 
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CHAPTER X 

THE STOWAWAY 

Burton's escape from the Asteiotis prison 
had been to some extent unpremeditated. 
The thought of flight had not occurred to 
him until, while in attendance Ujpon the 
governor's bull, and under a sudden impulse, 
he seized an opportunity of secreting a bar 
of iron and a rope. He must have found 
himself free almost at the moment when 
Boleroff and his accomplice drove up to the 
prison gate. 

A Grecian differs from an English gaol in 
that the prisoners of the former are not always 
suppUed with a prison dress. The engineer 
was wearing the clothes in which he had been 
committed. His money, save a few pence, 
had been expended in supplementing the 
prison fare. His mind had been so suddenly 
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and passionately bent upon escape that he 
had scarcely considered the consequences 
of the hasty act. He reached the heart of 
the city, to pause in his flight and consider 
what he should do. 

Since his first arrival in Athens, business 
had brought the engineer in contact with a 
great many people. A brief reflection con- 
vinced Burton of his danger of recognition. 
He perceived with a fierce indignation that 
it was impossible for him to seek the Greens 
at the Hotel d'Angleterre. His appearance 
there would but prove the signal for his 
arrest. It was a necessity that he should 
quit the city, that he should even leave the 
country. A feeling akin to despair came 
over the engineer as he arrived at this con- 
clusion, for he had no money ; but the alarm 
bell which was now tolling over the city 
from the prison urged him to action. 

Presently Burton decided to make for the 
PirsBUS, and endeavour to escape as a stow- 
away aboard one of the numerous vessels 
in the harbour. 

The six miles of road lying between Athens 
and the port, were traversed by the fugitive 
unhindered. He arrived upon the quays. 

A first search proved fruitless. There were 
vessels, both large and smaU. Burton failed 
to get aboard any of them. Here the watch 
ordered him away; there the hatches were 
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locked; and there again the vessel was 
lying out in the stream with no communica- 
tion with the shore, • It was weary work 
hunting along with such a terrible anxiety 
in the mind. 

At last, however, the engineer discovered 
a steamer lying close alongside one of the 
smaller wharves. The crew appeared to 
be ashore or asleep. Her decks were ill lit 
and deserted. Burton lowered himself silently 
over the bulwarks. A few steps took him 
to her afterhold. The hatches were ofi. He 
could see some way down through the 
gloom to a mass of cargo lying indistinctly 
below. 

The engineer hesitated. He wished, 
if possible, to reach a bulkhead where, 
building himself in against it with bales 
and boxes, he hoped to lie concealed 
till the vessel was well out at sea. A knock 
or a call would then bring the crew to his 
release. But it was difficult to see exactly 
how the cargo lay, or of what it con- 
sisted. It seemed useless to go to work 
without a light of some sort. The engineer 
looked around. 

A lighted lantern was suspended half way 
up the steamer's mast, and another — a smaller 
one — ^hung from a hook in an iron sheathed 
gallery running past the engine-room. The 
latter was the easiest to reach. Unhooking 
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ity the engineer returned silently to the 
hatches and, after drawing a tarpaulin over 
so that both the Ught and himself would be 
concealed from the deck, he began, lantern 
in hand, to climb down a ladder into the 
hold. 

A curious sight now met Burton's gaze. 
The cargo — a number of what might have 
appeared to a non-technical eye to be oblong 
iron boxes painted black — was not quite 
complete, and had been left in irregular 
tiers. Its combination of accurate form and 
chaos gave it a resemblance to that strange 
formation of igneous rock known as the 
Giant's Causeway. 

As an electrical engineer, the sight did 
not deceive Burton for a moment. The 
boxes piled around him were *^ accumula- 
tors." He recognised the nature of the cargo 
with a shock of astonishment. Such a con- 
signment for ocean transit was beyond his 
experience. 

In ordinary circumstances, the *'John 
Robinson's" cargo might have aroused sus- 
picion in the mind of the man who had just 
boarded her. Whatever doubts the sight 
may have caused the engineer, he thrust 
them aside in his eager anxiety to secure a 
place of refuge ; and the incomplete arrange- 
ment of the cargo presently offering him 
what he wanted, he began to hollow a 
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chamber out of the accumulators piled against 
a bulkhead. 

The work proceeded rapidly, with no in- 
terruption but once when a sudden scurry 
of rats made Burton pause with a beating 
heart. At length the receptacle waa 
ready. 

The engineer did not enter it at once. 
Drawing his hand along a dusty deck beam, 
Burton passed it over his face, darkening 
his naturally fair complexion to a grime 
and sweat hke those of a working-man. His 
clothes were already worn shabby with the 
prison work which he had performed. Open- 
ing a penknife, Burton slit and tore them 
into still more of a docker's appearance. 
Then the hasty disguise was complete. 

The engineer had determined not to quit 
Greece without an endeavour to carry his 
electric megaphone with him. It will be 
remembered how upon landing from Volo, 
and just before his arrest in Athens, Burton 
had deposited the invention in the custody 
of a luggage office. He was now resolved to 
face any danger of recognition in claiming it. 
Another reason also urged him ashore. The 
steamer might put to sea on the morrow, or 
the next day; Burton did not know when. 
He must live in the meanwhile. It was a 
necessity that he should supply himself with 
a store of food and drink. There were some 



Digitized by 



Googk 



THE STOWAWAY 173 

coppers in his pocket. They would just 
suffice. 

Burton climbed the hold ladder, and peered 
cautiously out upon the deck. It was silent, 
deserted, and greasy and glistening with a 
gently-falling rain. He crossed lightly over 
it to the quay. 

The luggage office for which Burton was 
now bound was situated at no great distance 
from the wharf where the " John Bobinson " 
was lying. It lay in a quarter of low houses, 
with open shop fronts, lit by glaring gas or 
oil jets, and exposing for sale a variety of 
wares such as fruit, fish, crockery, and marine 
oddments. The engineer had already tra- 
versed two of the four streets through which 
he had to pass, and he was about to turn a 
comer into the third, when his appearance 
attracted the attention of a man just then 
issuing from a public-house behind. After 
a moment's hesitation, the stranger followed 
quickly after Burton on tiptoe. The cautious, 
stealthy approach was not heard by the 
engineer. 

" Caught, my man ! " said the stranger, 
with a shout, bringing his hand heavily down 
upon Burton's shoulder. 

The engineer turned about spasmodically, 
and raised his fist. He faced a man dressed 
like a docker. 

The stranger snatched his hand away 
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from Burton's shotdder. " Pardon ! '* he ex- 
claimed. ^* A thousand pardons ! I thought 
you were my mate. I thought you were 
VasHaki/' 

A rush of colour replaced the sudden 
pallor which had come over Burton's coun- 
tenance. He had scarcely recovered from 
the shock when he arrived before the luggage 
office. Burton entered it to find himself at 
a rough wooden counter. 

A smooth-faced clerk, a lad of seventeen 
or eighteen, came forwards. 

" I want this out now," said Burton, hand- 
ing him a ticket. 

There was neither delay nor question. 
The megaphone was delivered across to 
him. 

Nothing hindered the engineer upon his 
return journey to the " John Robinson." A 
few hours later he had walled himself safely 
in amongst her cargo, and, exhausted with 
the fatigue and peril of the day, was fast 



Time passed. The engineer never knew 
how long he slept. He awoke in darkness, 
to hear the noise of men loading more cargo 
into the hold. The work went on for hours. 
He could hear their conversation through 
the chinks of his refuge. Time after time 
his heart beat stormily as they came within 
a few accumulators' breadth of hinu Later 
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the hold grew silent. They went ashore 
either because they had finished or because it 
was the dinner hour. 

Burton was drowsing when noises again 
made themselves heard in the hold. Two 
men were talking and inspecting the loading 
of the car^o. The voice of one of them 
seemed familiar to the engineer. He listened 
strainingly amidst the darkness. It was — 
ves ! it was Boleroff. And^ good heavens t 
ne was saying 

Burton lay stiff and motionless like a man 
in a catalepsy as Boleroff and the captain of 
the "John Robinson" unconsciously unfolded 
in their conversation the dastarcUy plot of 
which he had been the victim. What 
wretches ! And they had intended to murder 
him! 

Burton felt amazed, stunned, till a per- 
ception of a new and overwhelming danger 
came upon him with Boleroff's order to the 
captain that the hatches should be fastened 
down and steam got up for an immediate de- 
parture. How now with his plan of knock- 
mg at the bulkhead. Burton asked himself. 
To betray his presence would be the signal 
for his murder by the crew I And his pro- 
visions would scarcely last out a voyage to 
London ! Could he not escape before the 
steamer put to sea ? Alas ! even as the 
engineer put the question to himself, he heard 



Digitized by 



Googk 



176 THE ELECTRIC THEFT 

the two men leave the hold, and the hatches 
crashed down. 

A little later the waves of the Gulf of 
Salamis were plashing against the steamer's 
sides. 

Confined amidst the cargo, scarcely daring 
to move lest he should be overheard and 
murdered, with no light, with such a scanty 
stock of food and drink that every scrap and 
drop of it must be husbanded if he were ever 
to reach London alive, feeling powerless, and 
torn by a sense of the injustice of his fate. 
Burton's position both physically and men- 
tally was one of extreme wretchedness as 
the steamer sped forwards upon her voyage. 
What was he to do ? Granting that he 
reached the London docks aUve, and that 
he escaped from the murderous crew surround- 
ing him, the engineer knew that it would still 
remain impossible for him to rehabilitate 
his honour, that he could invoke no law to 
punish the guilty under their possession 
of the stolen cargo. There existed no 
extradition treaty between Greece and 
England, engaging the Governments to 
deliver to one another their fugitives from 
justice. The villains of the "John Robin- 
son" must go scot free; and ruined as he 
was, he had no money to institute pro- 
ceedings against Bolero£E and the gang in 
Greece. 
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So it appeared to the engineer in his first 
despair. But there came another reflection. 

Burton knew that the accumulators were 
being taken to a depot in London, though 
he had failed to overhear mention of the 
quarter in which it was situated. Could 
an English robbery be proceeding simul- 
taneously with the Grecian one ? Did this 
depot contain electricity robbed from English 
sources ? It seemed probable. And here the 
engineer saw a first glimmering of hope. 
Could he but reach London, escape, and track 
the cargo to this depot, it should be possible 
to detect the English robbery, and upon that 
particular, bring the conspiracy under the 
strong arm of the law. Tom from his sweet- 
heart, his career ruined, his honour gone. 
Burton felt that he would face anything 
and everything, death itself, to accomplish 
this object. 

A horrible period ensued. Sometimes semi- 
comatose amidst the darkness and silence sur- 
rounding him, sometimes keenly awake under 
the pangs of a slow starvation and thirst, the 
engineer had no means of measuring how 
the time passed. 

The voyage seemed interminable: ages 
of sleep, ages of wakefulness. Often he was 
tempted to end his agony, to summon 
the crew, to die fighting them. But the 
thought of Blanche restrained him, steeling his 
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suffering body to endure. The proyiflionB 
were getting lower and lower when a concua- 
fiion of cannon boomed sullenly upon the en- 
gineer's ears. It was the first measure of 
time or distance that Burton had received 
since the hatches crashed over him. Was 
he passing by the forts of Malta or 
Gibraltar ? 

A long sleep followed. He woke and slept 
again. Afterwards Burton again roused to 
consciousness under a perception of some- 
thing strange. Where was he? What was 
happening ? 

Weak and dizzy from starvation^ and sur- 
rounded by a dense darkness, it was some 
minutes before the engineer could realise his 
position. Then suddenly he became aware 
that during his slumber the plunge and roll 
of the steamer had changed for a smooth^ 
gliding motion, and that the stormy, strugg- 
ling uurob of her engines had quieted into 
a languid rhythnu A thought came to Bur- 
ton like lightning. She must be passing 
up the Thames. 

Time dragged by. The throaty, hollowly 
echoing note of a siren sounded overhead; 
feet trampled the deck above him; ropes 
were hauled and thrown down; the en- 
gines seemed to tire more and more. Sud- 
denly their throb ceased, resumed, and 
ceased again. There was nothing but the 
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delicate sound of water rippling by on 
either side. And then — a bump, another 
bump, and all motion ceased. 

At which docks had the steamer stopped ? 
Was it day or night outside ? 

A terrible delay followed. The famishing 
man waited and waited. Hours seemed to 
pass when the crew did nothing, when the 
steamer was so silent that they might have 
been asleep or dead. Suddenly there was the 
stir of people coming on board. A clink of 
iron upon iron struck down into the hold. 
The metal bonds of the hatches were being 
knocked off. Presently Burton could feel 
air coming in cold as ice. Men descended 
and began to work noisily. 

The unloading of the cargo proceeded 
hour after hour. light filtered into the 
cavity where the engineer was hidden, paling 
the darkness. The men worked nearer and 
nearer to Burton. It became a question 
whether they would not break in upon and 
discover him. Suddenly there was the pause 
of the dinner-hour. Afterwards they were 
busy again, but at another spot. 

Time passed. The darkness surround- 
ing the engineer thickened again under the 
shadows of approaching evening. *'Just 
half an hour more to knocking off time 1 " 
the foreman of the gang exclaimed. 

The engineer recognised that his chance 
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of escape had almost arrived. He began 
silently to remove the thin barrier of ac- 
cumulators still left between him and the 
men, one by one, making a pile of them in 
the cavity. Presently he was able to slide 
one aside like a brick, and look forth. 

The gang were working by lampUght at 
a black mass of accumulators lying below 
and to the right of him. 

Burton watched them for some moments. 
Suddenly there was a crash inside the cavity 
behind him. An accumulator had fallen 
from the pile which he had just made. 

" What was that ? " a startled voice asked. 
Burton could see the man look straight up 
at him. 

But the hole through which the engineer 
was looking lay under a black shadow of 
the deck. 

" Rats, you fool ! " another voice an- 
swered. "Ain*t you ever 'card rats afore, 
you green 'un ? " 

The answer satisfied. Presently a bell 
somewhere outside began to strike the 
hour. The foreman gave the order to cease 
work. 

It was the moment for which Burton had 
been waiting. As the men began noisily 
to quit the hold, darkening it with the with- 
drawal of their lanterns, the engineer silently 
and rapidly enlarged the orifice at which 
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be was standing. The foreman was the last 
to leave. He was mounting the ladder 
when Burton stepped from the refuge, carry- 
ing the megaphone upon his shoulder. The 
engineer made straight for the ladder, reach- 
ing its foot as the foreman quitted the top 
rungs for the deck. Burton climbed after 
him. His eyes rose level with the hatches 
to take quickly in a confusion of men cross- 
ing the deck in the twiUght. Following 
boldly after them with the bundle of the 
megaphone upon his shoulder, the engineer 
passed on to a wooden gangway, and thence 
with the dockers docker-like to the quay. 
The walls and archway of a great river- 
side warehouse faced him. Burton tailed 
swiftly away from the crowd into a shadow 
near some wagons and horses. He paused 
there, panting and dizzy from weakness and 
hunger. 

The "John Robinson" lay berthed close 
to the Tower Bridge. The gigantic planes 
of the latter were being raised for the 
passage of a vessel as Burton glanced to 
the right. The engineer had scarcely recog- 
nized his position when the wagons, near 
which he was standing, began to move off 
through the archway of the warehouse. 
They were loaded with accumulators just 
removed from the hold. Burton followed 
in their track, staggering like a drunken 
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man. He reached the archway, and steady- 
ing himself by one of its walls, came out 
after them to the foot of a long cobble-paved 
slope lying between lofty bmldings. The 
lamps of the street were already lit. 

A pursuit like a nightmare ensued. People, 
lights, vehicles, whirled before the engineer's 
eyes as he followed from street to street. 
But his will forced his suffering body on- 
wards. He would feel himself crash to the 
Eavement, he would die before he abandoned 
is intention of discovering the depot to which 
the accumulators were being conveyed. Alas I 
in spite of such pluck the wagons began 
to gain upon the weakened body. It seemed 
a question of minutes and they must pass 
out of sight amidst the city traffic. Burton 
set his teeth. He lurched into a run, feeling 
his legs heavy as lead. Then stumbling 
anyhow from the pavement in among the 
peril of the traffic, he strained and strained 
forwards till he reached and grasped the end 
of the last wagon. Heaven ! the merciful 
relief as it now helped and pulled him for- 
wards. Burton remembered nothing more 
till the wagons stopped before a great five- 
storied building of red brick with a folding 
archway door. Was it the depot ? 

The horses of the first wagon were pres- 
ently taken from the shafts and led away. 
Feed bags were hung round the necks of 
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the otbera. Theie was an evident prepara- 
tion for the unloading of the accumulators. 
The great door was thrown open, and people 
went busily in and out. 

Burton moved forwards into the archway. 
To the left was an open door, giving en- 
trance to a lofty warehouse. The engineer 
glanced in. PUed in high square pUes upon 
a yeUow sand floor, accumulators lay ranged 
in heavy black clumps, like timber stacked 
in a timber-yard. Men were working here 
under a cold, dear, electric Ught. A foreman 
was taking a taUy, pencil and notebook in 
hand. 

Burton had scarcely taken in the sig- 
nificance of the scene when there was a 
sudden cracking noise, followed by a pro- 
longed rattle. A black pile of accumulators 
melted and fell away like water. They sank 
into the floor. Another, and a third group, 
followed, disappearing into a yawning cavity 
which had suddenly opened. With a yeU 
of terror, the foreman threw away his taJly, 
and rushed to the door. "The building is 
falling in ! '' he cried. 

There was a general stampede. Bur- 
ton rushed with a crowd pouring from 
somewhere through the archway. He was 
jostled and hustled into the street, and to 
a comer. His glance fell upon a galvanized 
iron label under a gas-light. He read its 
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white lettering distinctly — Whipper's Lane, 
E.C. Then nothing seemed to matter. 
Everything grew blurred. He was starving. 
Was there one among the millions of London 
who would save him ? 



Digitized by 



Googk 



CHAPTER XI 

A PBOiaSE, A NOCTURNAL ADVENTURE, AND 
A CONTRACT 

"Mb Green wishes to see you, miss," 
the servant said, approaching Blanche re- 
spectfully. " He is waiting in Number 16/' 

Blanche had but recently parted from 
Boleroff, after agreeing with the latter that 
he should endeavour to effect Burton's escape 
from the Asteiotis prison. Any moment 
might bring news of the engineer's freedom. 
She was waiting in a fever of anxiety. For 
what could her father want her ? 

" Tell Mr Green that I will be with him 
in a few moments," she replied. 

Green was wearing an air of fussy im* 
portance when his daughter appeared in 
their private sitting-room. A trace of colour 
was in his smooUi-shaven, heavy countenance. 
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"You may begin packing when you like. 
We leave for London next week," lie said^ 
bluntly. 

Blanche turned pale. " Next week I " she 
echoed, faintly. 

"Yes, next week,'* Green repeated. **I 
have finished my business." 

Blanche looked around her, tears coming 
into her eyes. Dare she explain to her 
father the terrible anxiety pressing upon 
her mind? Would he listen? 

" Cannot we stay on a Uttle longer ? " 
the girl asked, hesitatingly, after a pause. 

" So that you may remain near that rascal 
yonder ? " Green exclaimed, angrily, jerking 
a thumb in the direction of the prison. " No. 
I tell you once and for all, Blanche, I have 
had enough of that disgraceful afiair. You 
are to forget the man." 

Blanche was silent. She saw that it would 
be useless to endeavour to dissuade her 
father. His mind was made up. 

Green eyed his daughter triumphantly. 

" You are more reasonable than I expected 
to find you," he observed, after a pause. 
"Listen! I will tell you why I came to 
Athens. You will then see how utterly un- 
suitable it is that you should ever again think 
of the man yonder. You have wondered 
why we — ^the well-known Fergusons of 410 
Park Lane — should be passing here under 
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the name of Green. You have been so ac- 
customed all your life to a wealthy home 
that it has never occurred to you to consider 
where the money comes from which keeps 
it up. I will tell you. I am one of the 
very largest owners of electric shares in 
England. I have a finder in the pie of almost 
every company deahng in electricity in 
London. That surprises you. But there is 
more to come yet. I own a great part of the 
English stock of the Athenian Electric Power 
Works, whose manager at a few paltry hun- 
dreds a year you wished to disgrace me by 
marrying. Now why have I kept silence ? 
I will tell you. It was business to do so. I 
came over here to buy resin upon a large 
scale, not for violins, as I gave out, but for 
the purposes of electrical insulation, and 
to supply it to the companies in which I am 
interested at a profit. What price do you 
suppose those keen Greeks would have quoted 
me if they had known that they were deal- 
ing with J. Ferguson ? I was not such a fool. 
I came over here as J. Green. And J. Green 
I have remained till now when my con- 
tracts are concluded, and people are at 
liberty to know that I am J. Ferguson, the 
great electrical financier, of 410 Park Lane, 
London. We leave immediately the resin 
is shipped.'* 
Ferguson had said all that he had 
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intended to say to his daughter. He quitted 
the room. 

It has been already pointed out that Athens 
is, as modem cities rank, comparatively 
small. The news of Burton's escape from 
the Asteiotis prison was common gossip in 
the Hotel d'Angleterre before Blanche had 
any opportunity of hearing from Boleroff 
the result of his secret mission. She jumped 
to the conclusion that it was due to the 
Russian's chivalric agency. She waited anxi- 
ously to hear the particulars from him, and 
to know where Burton was concealing him- 
self. 

A delay of almost twenty-four hours fol- 
lowed, during which Boleroff, having only 
just made good his own escape, and having 
afterwards failed to track the engineer, was 
busied in despatching the " John Robinson " 
under circumstances already known to the 
reader. Then they met. 

Burton had escaped, but not by BolerofPs 
agency. The Russian did not Imow where 
the engineer was. 

Blanche now thought that her lover must 
be wandering somewhere a precarious fugi- 
tive, without money, and without friends. 
Her every instinct wished to discover and 
help Burton. But alas ! Blanche saw herself 
threatened with a speedy departure from 
Athens. She knew that her father would not 
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help her. The position agonised the girl. 
There seemed no choice but again to throw 
herself upon BolerofE's goodwill, and to tell 
him how she was placed. 

The anarchist listened in silence. Ignor- 
ant of the fact that Burton was then in 
the hold of the " John Robinson," BolerofE 
was still anxious to discover the engineer 
and obtain possession of the megaphone. 
Presently he put a question. 

" If your father's real name is Ferguson, 
why does he pass here under the name of 
Green ? " he asked. 

Blanche repeated the explanation which 
her father had given to her. 

" Then Mr Ferguson is in reality one of 
the wealthiest owners of electric shares in 
London ? " BolerofE remarked presently. 

"Yes," Blanche replied. "And he also 
owns a great part of the Athenian Electric 
Power Works here." 

The anarchist did not betray his astonish- 
ment. " People know this ? " he inquired, 
quietly. 

" They did not. But they will now, for 
papa no longer makes any secret of it," 
Blanche answered. 

" I see ! " Boleroff exclaimed, looking down 
thoughtfully. " I see." There was a pause. 
Suddenly the Russian raised his head. 

" I will help you," he said, flashing his dark. 
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almond-shaped eyes piercingly upon the girL 
** If it is possible to discover Burton, I will 
do so, and he shall be put in possession of 
the money you wish to give him. I will also 
see what I can do with your father. I have 
a plan. I think that I can influence him. 
But you must promise me one thing, Miss 
Oreen — I mean. Miss Ferguson. You will 
never allow your father to know that I have 
been trying to help Burton. Do you promise 
this?'' 

"I do," Blanche replied, "I do, most 
gratefully." And they parted. 

Ferguson (to give Blanche's father his real 
name) had formed the habit of taking his 
after-dinner cofEee at one of the numerous 
cofiee-houses where the Athenians, always 
fond of conversation, find ready to their hands 
not only the evening papers, but also such 
games as chess, draughts, and the even more 
popular dominoes. Ferguson's custom was 
well known to the hotel servants, who had 
received orders to forward there any corres- 
pondence arriving for the Englishman by 
the last post. Upon the evening following 
BolerofiPs conversation with Blanche, Fer- 
guson betook himself as usual to the caf& 
He was seen and recognised there as late as 
eight o'clock. Then came a gap of twelve 
hours — a night's anxiety for his daughter, 
during which Ferguson neither returned to 
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tlie Hotel d'Angleterre, nor could he be 
traced* 

An extraordinary adventure had befallen 
the Englishman. If fell out in this way, 
though irom the nature of the circumstances 
it was never absolutely to be explained save 
on the theory of probabiUty. 

Ferguson left the cafe at 8.16 p.m., turn- 
ing out into the glare of Eremasti Street. A 
great many people were hurrying along 
the broad pavements. He turned to the 
right, taking the direction of the Hotel 
d'Angleterre. A strange thing now happened 
under the fourth lamp-post from the caf6. 
A woman, wearing the podia of the 
working-classes, suddenly darted close up to 
the Englishman. 

^* ObUge me for a moment. He is so heavy,'' 
she said, urgently. 

The incident seemed to take place in a 
moment— her appearance from the crowd 
of passers-by, and her disappearance again 
into it, leaving him with an infant in his 
arms. 

For a few seconds Ferguson was so blankly 
amazed that he held the child as he had 
received it. 

But people were stopping to gaze at the 
tall-hatted, elderly gentleman with his strange 
burden of swaddling clothes ! 

Ferguson recovered from his astonish- 
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ment, to turn about, and dash forwards in 
pursuit. 

A spurt of twenty yards, encumbered with 
his awkward burden, showed the financier 
that it was useless. The people were too 
thick. She had had time to get away. 

Ferguson halted, a vivid colour dyeing 
his smooth-shaven countenance to the roots 
of its mutton-chop whiskers. What was he 
to do ? Apply to the police ? 

He moved into the nearest shadow to 
consider. A light step followed hinu 
Ferguson turned about, to see a little lad 
of some seven or eight years of age. 

"Wot's mother given our baby to you 
for ? " the child asked, addressing him. 

The financier gave a snort of indignation. 
" Where does your mother live ? " he replied, 
angrily. 

** Niata Street, sir," the child answered, 
timidly. 

Ferguson reflected. Two courses were open 
to him. He might apply to the police, with 
all the attendant worry and ridicule. Or, 
taking the matter into his own hands, he 
could trace the mother through the child 
before him, and insist upon her receiving 
back the infant which she had pushed upon 
him. 

" How far away is Niata Street ? " he 
asked, after the pause. 
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The child did not seem to tmderstand. 

" Do you know your way home ? Can 
you take me to your mother's house ? " 
Ferguson asked, impatiently, feeling more 
and more angry as the baby, stretching its 
head back, began to cry. 

The child pointed to an alley which Fer- 
guson now noticed for the first lime. ** Yes, 
I so down there," he answered. 
" Lead on at once," the financier answered, 
gruffly. 

To be tramping over the city, carrying 
one brat, and following another ! — what an 
end to an evening's quiet enjojnoient I Would 
he not give a piece of his mind to the woman 
when he found her I 

" Stop, boy," Ferguson exclaimed, indig- 
nantly. "Carry this child for me." 

He passed « the infant into its brother's 
arms. Afterwards they went on again. 

Ten minutes sufficed to lead Ferguson 
into one of the lowest and worst-lit (quarters 
of Athens. The cottages here were m very 
bad repair, of a rural more than a town 
aspect. Turning into a dark, unpaved lane, 
the child paused before a small, two-storied 
building. A struggling moonlight showed 
that it had white plaster walls and a ruinous 
roof of pantiles. " That is where we live," 
he said* 
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Two decayed stone steps led up to the door 
placed between windows closed with wooden 
shutters. Ferguson knocked. No one re- 
plied to the summons. He knocked again, 
more loudly. Still no one appeared. A 
ray of yellow light was shining through 
a chink in one of the shutters. Ferguson 
felt persuaded that people were in the 
cottage. 

" Go in, and tell your mother that I wish 
to speak to her/' he said, turning to the 
child. 

The boy obeyed, silently opening the 
door, and disappearing into a dark pas- 
sage, across whose farther end light was 
shining. 

There was a short delay. Presently the 
child reappeared, still carrying the baby. 

" Mother is not in," he said. 

" Nonsense ! " the financier replied. And 
pushing past the children, he traversed the 
passage, and paused at an open door. 

A poorly-furnished room, with a beaten 
mud floor met his gaze. There was little in 
it save the usual sleeping rugs, a cradle of 
sycamore wood, a few utensils, and a niche 
for the holy picture and its lamp. 

Ferguson saw in a glance that it was 
impossible for anyone to be concealed in this 
room. But upstairs I " Wait here ! " he 
said to the boy; and striding angrily into 
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the room, lie took a lamp from the mantel- 
flhelf, determining to search the cottage. 

There proved to be but four rooms, and 
they were all empty of inhabitants. Fer- 
guson returned where he had left the child- 
ren. They were still alone. What was he 
to do ? 

It appeared intolerable to the financier 
that a man of his importance should have to 
wait there indefinitely for the mother's re- 
turn. His eyes fell upon the cradle. The 
baby was not his. It had been criminally 
forced upon him. Ferguson determined to 
see the child into the cradle, and then to 
withdraw. 

" Put it in the cot, boy,'' he ordered, 
preparing to leave. 

But the lad's back was weak, and the 
cradle low down upon the floor. 

" Here, ^ve it to me. I'll do it," Ferguson 
grumbled, impatiently. 

The lad gave up the baby. Stooping, 
the financier began to pack it awkwardly in 
spite of its squalls and struggles into the 
cradle. He was straightening his back after 
this work, when a hurried step sounded along 
the dark passage. Ferguson turned to find 
himself confronted with a woman wearing 
the podia of the working-classes, and carry- 
ing an infant. He recognised her immedi- 
ately. 
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" What are you doing here ? " she asked, 
abruptly, sweeping her glance from Ferguson 
to the cradle and its occupant. 

Indignant with what appeared to be bare- 
faced e&ontery, the financier took a high 
tone at once. 

But the woman would have none of 
it. 

"I know nothing about your story. And 
Achilles may have told you what he liked," she 
said, stormily. " That baby is not my baby, 
and you won't leave it here. Take it away 
this minute, at once." 

" But ^" the financier began to ex- 
postulate. 

" There is no * but ' about it, you wicked 
old man. This is my baby, and not that 
thing." The woman cast a passionately con- 
temptuous glance at the infant, now suck- 
ing its thumb. 

Her manner was so rough that Ferguson 
almost feared personal violence. Shrugging 
his shoulders, he turned to the boy. 

" You saw your mother hand me this 
child," he said, quietly. "You told me 
distinctly that it was your brother." 

" It is s-so like 1 " said the boy, beginning 
to whimper. 

" Ha 1 no lies now," the financier answered, 
sharply. " You told me it was your mother 
who handed it to me." And wheeling about 
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on liis heel, Ferguson again addressed the 
woman. 

" If he was mistaken in the child, he could 
not have been mistaken in you. No, you 
wished to trick this child ofi upon me. I 
refuse to remove it. I shall now ^^ 

The financier was suddenly interrupted 
by a man entering the room. The new- 
comer was big and burly, the husband 
of the woman. She appealed to him at 
once. 

" Here is a gentleman wishes to leave his 
baby," she said. "Xenophon, don't allow 
it." 

A stormy scene followed. No agreement 
could be arrived at. " I insist upon your 
allowing me to leave," the financier said, 
presently. 

" You may insist, but you won't go with- 
out the baby," the woman's husband replied, 
threateningly. And turning to his boy, he 
added — 

" Achilles, run for the police." 

The boy left the room. A delay followed, 
during which Ferguson found himself a close 
prisoner. 

Then the police arrived. But the position 
was too complex for them to solve it upon 
the spot. " Inquiries must be made. We 
must take you and the infant to the station," 
they said to the financier. 
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What could Ferguson do ? He was obliged 
to go. 

A detention of twelve hours followed. 
Then a woman appeared at the police station. 
Her tale was a simple one. The previous 
evening she had been passing along Kremasti 
Street with her infant in her arms, when she 
suddenly turned faint. Afraid of dropping 
the child, she had asked a kind-looking old 
gentleman to hold it for a moment. She 
remembered doing this. Then things turned 
black, she staggered, and she recollected 
nothing more till she found herself in another 
quarter of the town. A neighbour subse- 
quently told her that a baby had been taken 
to Niata Police Station. She came to claim it. 

This explanation was plausible as it stood, 
but there were other facts within the know- 
ledge of the police. The woman was a twin 
sister of the woman who had had the English- 
man removed to the station. Her husband 
was employed as a waiter at the Hotel d'Angle- 
terre. The police advanced the theory that 
the waiter, being in a position to be aware 
of the Englishman's wealth and habit of 
repairing to the caf6, had compelled his wife 
to force the child upon the foreigner with the 
hope that the latter might adopt or make 
provision for it, and that this intention had 
been confided to the twin sister. The plot 
had been frustrated by an accident. The 
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waiter's little nephew, mistaking his aunt 
for his mother, and the baby for his brother, 
had accosted the foreigner with a result al- 
ready known to the reader. The motive of 
the attempted crime appeared fairly clear, 
the subsequent action of the woman not so 
plain, unless it were to be explained by the 
supposition of a sudden return of maternal 
feeling. 

But the police could prove no actual col- 
lusion. The infant was delivered up, and 
the Englishman set free. 

Exhausted with the excitement and fatigue 
of his nocturnal adventure, Ferguson spent 
the following day, a Friday, in bed. On 
the Saturday morning, however, BolerofE 
gained the interview which he had been 
seeking since he parted from the financier's 
daughter. 

" Your information is perfectly correct," 
the Englishman remarked, presently, a proud 
smile rippling over his smooth-shaven, self- 
satisfied face. " Yes, I am Ferguson. Yes, 
* Electric Ferguson,' as they call me in the 
City." 

BolerofE bowed with a mock respect. "I 
congratulate myself that you should not 
have left Greece without my learning the 
fact," he said. " You are a man I would 
have travelled miles to meet." The anarchist 
paused. "Do you know wAy?" he asked. 
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witli a look and tone suggestive of something 
curiously important beband his reserve. 

"So many people wish to know me,** 
Ferguson answered, scarcely concealing a 
yawn. 

With a quick perception, BoleroS saw 
that the Englishman was brass-bound in a 
conceit of his money and power. Nothing 
would be effected by a polite conciliation. 
He changed his tone sharply. 

" / don't," he said. " At least not in the 
way you mean. I seek you on business. I 
come to you, as equal to equal, offering you 
a bargain. Take it or leave it. I am rich 
enough not to care a farthing whether you 
do or not. If * Electric Ferguson' won't 
take it up, so much the worse for him, and 
someone else will." 

The bull had been taken by the horns. 
Ferguson stared. For some seconds he did 
not reply. Suddenly the limp indifiEerence of 
his fat little figure gathered itself up into 
a deportment of respect. 

"You are financidly interested in elec- 
tricity?" he inquired, in a gentle, almost 
cooing tone. 

" Largely," Boleroff replied, his dark eyes 
hard and piercing as steeL 

There was a pause. 

" In thousands, perhaps ! '' Ferguson sug- 
gested, cunningly. 
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" Kali ! " the anarchist exclaimed contemp- 
tuously. '^ In hundreds of thousands." He 
swept a hand broadly round him, adding, 
" I own in Russia, Germany, Austria, Italy, 
and France — ^in almost every country m 
Europe save Greece." 

A flush of excitement came mto Ferguson's 
heavy countenance. His manner became 
courtesy itselt "You interest me, you in- 
terest me, Boleroff," he exclaimed, rubbing 
his hands together. " You propose ^* 

" A deal ! " said the anarchist. " Listen ! " 

Cleared of its technical terms, Bolero^Ts 
offer was a simple one. He proposed to 
contract upon a large scale, and over a term 
of years, for the delivery in London of electric 
power in accumulators. Bolerofi professed 
to be able to do this at a rate far below the 
market price then ruling. Ferguson was 
to re-sell at a large profit to the companies 
in which he was interested. 

The offer was a very tempting one to the 
financier. Knowing his position in the elec- 
tric world, Ferguson had no doubt that he 
could place the electricity to the advantage 
which was suggested. Nor did the large 
liabiUties of such a contract frighten him. 
As the biggest owner of electric shares in 
London, he could conceive of nothing which 
could make him fail to meet such engage* 
ments. He felt himself prepared to pay as 
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long as the electricity was supplied. For 
the rest, if the Russian chose to ruin himself 
— ^well ! it was the Russian's look out. Fer- 
guson had no intention of acting Don Quixote 
at the expense of his own interests. 

The discussion which now followed took 
the usual course of such a negotiation. Guar- 
antees were asked for and given by either 
side. Finally, Boleroff clinched the matter 
for the time being by saying, "Very well, 
let it be arranged so. The agreement shall 
be drawn up in London. I mil accompany 
you there next week." 

Boleroff had seized the opportunity that 
had offered itself. He felt triumphant. 
There was every probability that by this 
agreement, practically concluded, he would 
be enabled to dispose of the whole of the 
anarchist surplus of stolen electricity. His 
unscrupulous cunning had secured a splen- 
did market. He saw more money and more 
power coming to him. Nor in leaving for 
England did the anarchist abandon his hope 
of discovering Burton and gaining possession 
of the megaphone. He left agents behind, 
who would still continue the search for the 
engineer. 

" Yes, I am coming to England with you,'* 
he admitted to Blanche Ferguson some hours 
later. " But I have reason to think that 
Burton has escaped, and is making his way 
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there. And wliile I am doing business with 
your father in London, I shall hope to be 
able to trace him. Trust me, and cheer up. 
Things will all come right." 

The liar! At that very moment he be- 
lieved that the engineer was still in Athens 
or its neighbourhood. 
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CHAPTER XII 

ABOVE AND BELOW 

People who heard it were to be divided 
into two classes: those who were awake at 
the time of its occurrence — 2 a.m. — and 
those whom it awoke. Regarding its origin^ 
opinions varied. There were individuals pre- 
pared to say distinctly that it was nothing 
more or less than a clap of thunder; there 
were others who afifirmed as positively that it 
was a marvellous, a portentous voice which 
had said this, or which had said that. 

The experience of the Rev. George Quests 
Vicar of St Radigan's, E.G., was inter- 
esting. A kindly-hearted, sensitive man, he 
had been lying awake for hours, worried 
with an acute, exaggerated feeling of his per- 
sonal responsibiUty towards the vast mass of 
London's misery and crime. The vicar passed 
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into that feverish condition when the mind 
is half asleep and half awake. Suddenly he 
found himself roused to broad daylight. A 
roll of thunder was passing over the sleeping 
millions. An impressive sUence followed — 
not a footfall, not a sound; then a short, 
sharp downpour of rain beat heavily upon 
the stone pavement of the street under his 
window. 

The vicar still felt feverish. The sound 
of the summer rain had been refreshing to 
his ear. Getting out of bed, he drew up the 
blind. 

A blue sky showed itself above the slate 
roofs opposite. A glorious sun was sending 
its rays along the glistening street. The 
atmosphere looked exquisitely clear. The 
vicar opened a window. The air came in 
rain-cleansed and sweetened. ^* I'll go for a 
walk. Better than staying in bed," he mur- 
mured, attracted by the prospect. 

The hour was unusually early for trafl&o. 
Nevertheless the steps which now sounded 
in the street as the vicar began to dress did 
not attract his attention. The mind was 
again dwelling upon its responsibility. It 
was a surprise when a parishioner addressed 
him as he stepped from the house. 

" Yes," the vicar replied. " Yes, I heard it 
about five minutes ago. A clap of thunder." 

^^ Thunder/ You never heard thunder like 
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it, sir," the parishioner declared positively, 
with excitement. " I say it was a t?oice." 

The vicar argued, laughed — ^but all to no 
purpose. The man was not to be convinced. 
And usually such a level-headed fellow ! The 
incident was strange. A voice ! How could 
it have been a voice? Was the man mad 
from whom he had just parted ? But there 
was Wheeler ahead ! 

" Wheeler ! " said the vicar, overtaking 
and addressing that individual, a furniture 
polisher, " did you hear a clap of thunder 
about half an hour ago ? " 

" Yes, sir," the furniture polisher replied. 
"It has fetched me out of bed earlier than 
usual. I told Tomlinson so just now. And 
what do you think he says, sir ? * Clap o* 
thunder be blowed ! ' he says, * it wor a voice 
a-sajdn' summat. I and my mate both 
heard it when we were bringing our engine 
into Shoreditch.' " 

From point to point, and from person to 
person, the variety of opinion which now met 
the clergyman in his walk through the city 
was extraordinary and conflicting. It offered 
a phenomenon, a problem upon which Greorge 
Guest's mind fastened. He passed thought- 
fully up Pish Street Hill. Suddenly a man 
rushed distractedly to him from the door of 
the great monument. 

"There is a stranger dying up above in 
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the cage, sir. I have just found him. I am 
looking for the police." 

A vivid colour came into the vicar's face. 
** Lower down, on point duty," he exclaimed. 
" Yes, m go up." 

George Guest ran to the door, and began 
hurriedly to ascend the winding stone steps 
inside the great colunm. The climb seemed 
interminable. His heart was beating vio- 
lently, and his legs were feeling like lead 
when, reaching an entrance to the lofty 
platform, he staggered breathlessly through 
it under the cage or iron grille. 

A man, with a large, metallic, horn-shaped 
instrument resting by his side, lay upon 
his back unconscious in the angle facing 
towards St Paul's. 

The vicar bent over him, feeling for his 
pulse under a ragged sleeve. 

The ashy, pinched countenance, with its 
strange expression of premature age, was 
not to be mistaken by the sadly experienced 
eye gazing down upon it. Here was a victim 
to starvation. The man lived, and that was 
all that could be said. Help came only just 
in time. 

Days elapsed before Burton was sufficiently 
recovered to give an account of himself to 
the kindly - hearted clergyman. A doctor, 
after administering nourishment, forbade his 
removal for some hours — the mail would 
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still be too weak, he said. Guest would not 
entertain the proposal that the suffering 
man should then be removed to a workhouse 
infirmary. '^Find a cheap lodging. I will 
be responsible for the expense/' the generous 
parson suggested. 

It was in the humble refuge thus provided 
that Burton told his remarkable story. 

It appeared almost incredible to the clergy* 
man. Such things to have happened, and 
to be happening in the twentieth century! 
"But why don't you appeal at once to the 
police and clear your character ? '' he asked^ 
with a sudden suspicion. 

"It would be useless. They could do 
nothing," the engineer answered. "You 
forget that we English have no extradition 
treaty with Greece, where the crime for which 
I have been unjustly convicted was com- 
mitted; nor can I prove, for I do not yet 
know, that any similar robbery of electricity 
is taking place in England. Astonishing 
as it is, I cannot charge the gang here either 
with robbery or anarchy. No, my present 
need is money — ^money to bring an action 
against them in Greece, and money to de* 
velop my megaphone." 

Guest was silent. 

The engineer guessed what was passing in 
his mind. " I feel that my story must appear 
almost incredible to you," he resumed 
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after a pause. " I know well the ingenious 
tales that are told nowadays with a fraudu- 
lent purpose. Nevertheless I am honest, 
and my gratitude will never forget the kind- 
ness you have already shown me. I do 
not ask for money. Observe the difference ! 
I ask you to help me to an employment 
by which I may make money. In doing 
this, I recognise that you have a right to 
require from me something more than my 
bare word as a stranger. I must convince 
you, I must prove to you that I am honest 
and therefore worthy of recommendation. 
So be it ! Inquire at the ofl&ces of TumbuU 
& Co., Telegraph and Electric Construction 
Works, Lambeth, whether I was not formerly 
employed there in the dynamo-room, whether 
I did not leave them for the Athenian Electric 
Power Works. Examine my invention,** 
(the engineer handed it to Guest) ^'is it 
or is it not a fraud ? If I do not speak 
truth, how otherwise can you explain 
the voice that thundered over London 
when, delirious and light-headed, I must 
have climbed the monument with my 
megaphone ? " 

The clergjrman was impressed with Burton's 
straightforward tone and glance. He began 
carefolly to examine the electric megaphone, 
putting questions regarding its mechanism 
and internal construction. 
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It was soon plain to Guest that lie held 
in his hands a marvellous invention. ** If 
it were perfected as you suggest, it would 
be possible to preach to thousands," he 
observed, presently, in a tone awed by the 
grandeur of the thought. 

" Ay ! to London itself," the engineer said, 
simply. 

" To London ! To London with all its 
misery and crime ! " the clergyman repeated, 
dreamily. There was a pause. Of a sudden 
he raised his head, exclaiming sharply — 

" Listen ! I believe you to be honest and 
your story true. Nevertheless for the reasons 
that you have suggested it is my duty 
to make inquiries from Turnbull & Co. H 
they prove satisfactory, as I anticipate they 
will, I will under certain conditions find the 
money for the development of your inven- 
tion. Tou understand! I will return to 
you with a proposal." 

Burton answered to the point. " Do so,'* 
he said. " But with regard to your pro- 
posal, I must have it in front of me before 
1 can express either approval or disapproval." 
...... 

The reader will remember the cfrcumstances 
under which Burton made his escape from 
the "John Robinson" — ^how it was at even- 
tide, and how the engineer subsequently 
traced the wagons loaded with accumulators 
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to the anarchistic depot in Whipper's Lane, 

E.a 

Travelling more quickly by the overland 
route with the Fergusons, Bolerofi and 
they had arrived in London some hours 
earlier than the engineer. The news of the 
extraordinary accident which happened at 
the accumulator depot was at once conveyed 
to BoleroS in a telegram from the fore- 
man. His presence and instructions were 
urgently required. Not only had serious 
damage been done, but a man was missing. 

The Fergusons had proceeded to their 
house in Park Lane. Bolerofi was alone, and 
sitting down to dinner in the Charing Cross 
Hotel, when the foreman's wire was brought 
to him. He read it twice, with increasing 
anxiety. The wording was obscure. Did 
Johnson mean that the accident had been 
caused by the man who was missing ? Did 
he suggest treachery upon the part of one 
of the members of their gang? It was 
impossible to say. Bolerofi saw that he 
must go to the depot at once. A minute 
or so later the anarchist was driving rapidly 
towards Whipper's Lane in a hansom cab. 

The wood pavement of several of the 
streets through which Bolerofi had to pass 
was " up ". He was delayed there several 
times. At length the cabman opened a 
little trap-door above his head. " Whipper's 
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Lane, sir," he exclaimed, peeling tbrougL 
"Which number?" 

" 1*11 get out," was the reply. 

BolerofiE descended. 

The cab turned and rolled away. The 
anarchist looked along the gas-lit "Lane," 
between its lofty buildings. There was no 
crowd, no excitement, no appearance of 
anything unusual, nothing but the ordinary 
traffic. After hesitation, BolerofiE walked 
quickly towards the depot. He reached it 
to find the great folding-doors closed. Again 
the anarchist hesitated. His glance rose and 
swept over the stories of the lofty building. 
It was silent, though lights were shining 
through the dusty windows, tier upon tier 
under the street-rift of dark sky. Presently 
he rang a bell. 

A gate in the great door of the archway 
opened aknost at once. His recognition was 
as quick. Boleroff entered, and the door was 
again closed and locked. He was inmiedi- 
ately conducted by the foreman to the scene 
of tixe accident. 

No further subsidence had taken place. The 
ragged-edged, oblong chasm which had opened 
deep and black in the sand floor of the ware- 
house had remained as he now saw it. The 
occurrence had been kept from the knowledge 
of the police. Recovering from their first 
panicy the workmen had returned to their 
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posts, and were then in the building, await- 
ing Boleroffs orders. 

"But in your telegram you mentioned a> 
man as missing!" Bolerofi said, anxiously. 
" Who ? Do you suspect him of having 
caused this ? " 

Then the foreman explained It was Jones. 
He was employed in the warehouse when 
the first crack sounded* At first they had 
not missed him. Now they thought he must 
have been carried down below. They were 
about to search for him. Ropes were being 
prepared. 

Stepping cautiously and lightly over the 
sand floor of the warehouse, Boleroff drew 
nearer to the edge of the pit. Presently 
his eyes could glance well into it. The cavity 
seemed of profound depth, the electric light 
from the warehouse ceiHng going down and 
down till it was lost in murkiness. The 
sides were of glistening clay. Three of them 
were steep and vertical, like the sides of a well ; 
but the fourth one, that next to him, was 
sloped like a plane. A push or a slip, and he 
felt that he would descend as powerlessly over 
the greasy surface as some sand from the edge 
which was trickling down. 

Was the missing man below ? 

After listening intently for a while, BolerofE 
drew back. 

"I can't hear anything," he saiA "But 
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make haste ! Fetch some long, stout 
planks. We shall want lanterns, too. I 
shall descend first — and, Johnson! let the 
men come in and remove those accumulators 
at once," (the anarchist pointed to a black 
pile), "they are too heavy there. They 
may bring about another f alL Quick ! don't 
lose a moment." 

As a leader of desperate men, Boleroff never 
lost an opportunity of impressing them with 
his nerve — it increased his authority. He 
lit a cigarette. Planks were presently laid by 
his direction across the oblong chasm, board- 
ing it in save for a sUt-like aperture left at 
the centre, which in its turn was covered 
transversely with more boards till nothing 
but a square well-hole remained. The anar- 
chist walked to the edge of this, his footsteps 
sounding hollowly. A rope was passed round 
his chest, under his arms, and knotted at the 
back. He took up a lighted lantern. The 
gang of men, holding the rope, drew back, 
preparing to take the strain of the weight. 

" Steady there ! " said the foreman, anxi- 
ously; and, turning to Bolerofi, he added, 
" I don't understand how we are to lower 
you. If you slip ? " 

" I shall not slip," Boleroff answered, 
coolly ; and, sitting down upon the planks, he 
allowed his legs to droop over the black, un- 
known depths. 
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The position was too much for the foreman's 
nerve. " Take care I For God's sake don't 
be rash ! " he urged. 

BolerofiE removed the cigarette from his 
lips, allowing it to drop fienly down into the 
blackness. He watched it out of sight, peer- 
ing straight down. Having sufficiently im- 
pressed the gang with this display of non- 
chalance, he raised his head. Four men 
now posted themselves by his direction upon 
the opposite side of the square hole by which 
he was sitting. They were ordered to lower 
a looped rope to the level of his feet. It 
formed a stirrup which received and lowered 
his weight till the other ropes at his back 
drew taut. His shoulders and head then 
gradually passed below the level of the boards. 
A little later Boleroff was hanging free, 
twirling gently round with a torsion of the 
rope over the abyss. The men lowered him 
away steadily. 

As Bolerofi sank from them, the rays of 
his lantern strengthened amidst a thicken- 
ing gloom, throwing light upon the masses 
of blue and yellow clays which were ris- 
ing silently around him. The cavity grew 
smaller as he descended. The rope, ever 
lengthening, began to vibrate like a pendulum, 
swinging him from side to side upon a gradu- 
ally increasing arc. A collision with one 
of the clay walls spun him giddily round so 
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that he could no longer see. Seconds passed* 
A temporary pause, before the rope un- 
twisted back, interrupted this gyratory move- 
ment. The cavity was still contracting. 
Bolerofi saw that the clay was closer to him 
on every side. How far o£E was the bottom ? 
He plunged the rays of the lantern directly 
below him. Something dun-coloured, which 
was not shadow, which appeared soUd, was 
rising rapidly towards his feet. He spun 
round and downwards towards it. Again 
Bolerofi was unable to see, when he felt his 
feet touch something slippery. His knees, 
his whole body followed. He found himself 
upon a clay slope, still held by the rope, but 
sliding down and under the peipendicular 
wall of the other side of the cavity, which 
formed itself into a roof. A series of similar 
slopes followed, here smooth, there rutted 
and scored under his hands by the torrent 
of angular accumulators which had poured 
down. Suddenly this tobogganing descent 
swept him into a vast, underground world. 
He slid slower and slower. BoleroS stopped 
with his feet against a piled rubble of ac- 
cumulators. 

The cavity into which the anarchist had 
just descended seemed to be of enormous 
extent. The, rays of the lantern showed 
vaguely on every side, hills, valleys, strange* 
shaped buttresses and arches of dark clay — 
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a silent, solid lab}rrinth amidst the darkness 
of which he dare not penetrate far. 

London is built, as Bolerofi knew, upon 
a mass of clay l3dng in a basin or hollow of 
rock. As a plausible theory to account for 
the origin of the wonderful natural pheno- 
menon confronting him, the anarchist ex- 
plained it to himself by supposing that the 
artificial drain for human purposes upon 
the water-bearing rocks surrounding the City 
must have caused the clay to contract and 
dry away from its basin, as starch when it 
loses its moisture will sometimes contract 
and dry away from a bowl. The cavern 
had been gradually formed, and the weight 
of the accumulators had broken through 
at a weak spot in its roof. It was possible. 

But where was Jones, the missing man ? 
Was he buried amidst the pile of accumu- 
lators? 

Search presently revealed the print of 
a man's footsteps leading over the clay 
in among the intricacies of the labyrinth. 
Bolerofi followed the trail for some yards. 
Then he paused. Jones, he reflected, could 
have had no light with hun. The man would 
wander aimlessly in the darkness, perhapn 
for miles if he was uninjured, and the cavity 
extended so far. It would be wiser to bring 
down more assistance before endeavouring 
to track him. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



218 THE ELECTRIC THEFT 

Boleroff returned to the pile of accumn- 
lators, and unfastening the rope round his 
chest, pulled it sharply three times. It was 
the agreed signal that another man should 
descend. 

A delay followed. Five men came down, 
one after the other, before Boleroff, placing 
himself at the head of the search party, began 
to follow the footprints into the labyrinth. 

The trail of the missing man proved very 
uncertain in its course. The darkness through 
which Jones had groped his way forwai^ds 
must have confused him. Occasionally his 
footprints led the search party dead against 
some enormous pillar of clay, and they could 
see by the marks of his fingers that he had 
felt his way round and round it before wander- 
ing away to recross his original track. Anon 
Jones kept a fairly straight line under the 
influence of a trough-like hollow in the cavern 
floor. 

The scene was very wonderful, very im- 
pressive, as Bolerofl and his men advanced, 
their lanterns mere points of yellow light 
under a vast obscurity amidst which the 
cavern's roof was somewhere hid. Some- 
times .the footprints led them through great 
arches > moulded black and smooth as lava, 
where, did a man speak, his voice echoed 
awesomely. Sometimes the search party 
were climbing hills to summits welded to a 
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roof ribbed and moist like the tide-rippled 
sand of a seashore; and sometimes they 
descended into valleys, chasm cleft, with 
water running in a deep narrow channel. Bats 
swept above their lanterns in a black, swiftly- 
rushing cloud of thousands, rioting like a 
wind-storm away in among a city of roads 
and shapes of solid, shining clay. Save for 
the sticl^ noise of the men's footsteps, silence 
followed. Suddenly, from a darkness to- 
wards which the rise of a smooth clay bank 
lifted itself, there yawned a muffled noise 
like distant thunder. It drew closer, travel- 
ling above and across them, with a vibration 
which shook down a rain of clay particles. 

" A train on the Inner Circle ! " BoleroflE 
explained, glancing upwards into the high 
darkness. 

And, as he spoke, there was again a dull 
roar, coming towards and over them from 
the opposite direction. 

Still following Jones's footprints, the search 
party descended deeper. The roof of the 
cavern now grew less lofty, perhaps because 
thicker; the clay became more moist, its 
myriad forms closer together in a greasy, 
stalactitic-stalagmitic embrace, until suddenly 
the search party, passing from among these 
clay shapes, confronted a greater, a more re- 
markable spectacle. 

Standing at the centre of a circular space 
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was an enormous columnar mass of clay 
which many score of men could not have 
spamied with their linked, outstretched arms. 
The capital and base of this monstrous 
pillar, which was of no great hdght, were 
respectively joined to the cavern's roof and 
floor by muahroom-like expansions. It pre- 
sented the appearance of one of those large 
wooden drums or winches such as the cable 
companies anploy for the transport of their 
cables: the middle and smallest portion of 
the column answered to the axle; the ex- 
pansions at top and bottom corresponded 
to the sides; and had only the empty 
groove lying between them been filled 
with the coils of a cable, the monstrous 
similitude would ha>re been realistically 
complete. 

There was no doubt in BoleroflE's mind, 
as he gazed at the remarkable spectacle 
before Mm, that the gigantic pUlar was the 
main support of the cavern in which he 
found himself. Under what portion of 
London could it be situated? He referred 
to a compass, comparing its reading with 
bearings which he had taken since entering 
the cavern. The position was speedily 
worked out. The columnar mass of clay 
could be no other than the slight hill 
upon which the Cathedral of St. Paul is 
built. It was more than probable, it was 
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a mathematical certainty, that th# founda- 
tions of the sacred edifice were embedded 
within the columnar mass at which he was 
gazing. 

The discovery was astonishing. BoleroS 
was roused by a shout from the reflections 
following upon it. 

One of his men had followed Jones's 
footsteps across the space to the column, 
and was now eagerly beckoning to 
him. 

BoleroS slipped the compass back into 
his pocket, and moved forward up a slope, 
under the ponderous bulging capital of the 
column. 

"WeU, what is it?" he asked. 

"Place your ear here, sir," was the reply. 
The man pointed to the smooth, dank 
surface of the column. 

Bolerofi bent forwards, to listen intently. 

"I do not hear anything," he answered, 
after a pause. "Stay!" he added, hastily, 
"Yes, I " 

"It was a groan I heard, sir." 

"Listen again!" Boleroff replied, quickly. 
"He is shouting, I think." 

A few seconds left them no doubt. It 
was an acoustic reflection from the missing 
man. His voice could be recognised. 
Summoning the rest of the gang to him, 
Bolerofi began with difficulty to follow the 
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wall of the pillar round by its shelying, 
slippery foot. A hundred yards or more 
were traversed, Jones's cries growing louder 
and louder. Suddenly they arrived within 
speaking distance of one another. 

" Yes, I am here," Jones's voice groaned up 
to them from a deep slanting darkness upon 
thdr left; " but for God's sake take care. 
There is a slope. I have had a terrible 
fall. I am among ice. I feel freezing to 
death." 

The warning was given just in time. 
Boleroff halted his men. He advanced alone 
inch by inch to the edge of a treacher- 
ous slope, through the gloom overlying 
which his lantern rays carried but a short, 
vague distance. " You say you are in tee ! " 
Boleroff exclaimed, peering perplexedly down. 
" How can that be ? " 

"I don't know. But I am. I am up to 
my waist in ice and water." Boleroff could 
hear the man's teeth chattering as he 
replied. 

It was plain that nothing could be done 
without a rope. A delay followed before 
one could be fetched from the entrance to 
the cavern. But presently it was passed 
round Boleroff's chest, and the gang began 
to lower him down the slope. 

For some seconds Boleroff could see 
nothing but the dark clay incline trending 
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steadily downwards before Ms lantern. 
Then, something white, like hoar frost under 
night, lay deeply below his eyes. He slid 
lower towards it. The vague outUne of an 
underground lake took form. The rays of 
his lantern touched a dark figure standing 
in it. An appearance of water became more 
distinctly evident. And then suddenly he 
was down to Jones, and the lantern-light 
was beaming over a liquid in which were sus- 
pended a mass of feathery white, exquisitely 
beautiful crystals. 

"Y-you see!" said Jones, chatteringly, 
pointing to his clothes. "They are frozen 
on me like boards." 

A panic-stricken, illiterate man is not open 
to reason. Boleroff unfastened and handed 
the rope to him. "You go up first, I will 
wait," he answered, turning away to examine 
more closely the remarkable discovery that 
he had just made under the light of his 
electrical knowledge. 

A glance had informed BolerofE that the 
feathery white crystals, with which the lake 
was almost filled, were not ice. It was 
evident to him that he had descended to 
the brink of a natural electrolytic " bath " or 
trough. A process, similar to that followed 
in electro-plating, was taking place, whereby 
the Uquid under the passage of an electric 
current was being resolved into crystals of 
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some salt, to which he could not give a 
name without making a chemical analysis. 
Immersed up to his waist in the lake, Jones 
had become a cathode, receiving a deposit 
upon his clothes much as a metal teapot would 
receive a coating of silver in an electrolytic 
bath of nitrate of silver. It was no wonder 
that the unfortunate man had imagined 
himself to be freezing to death amidst ice. 

But whence proceeded the electricity 
engaged in this unique phenomenon? The 

auestion provided a problem which Bolerofi 
etermined to solve. 
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CHAPTER Xin 

THB ADVERTISSMEKT 

Miss Bussbll rose to her feet, smiling. 
" I would if I could," she said, " But I 
must go. I have promised to meet mamma 
at Peter Robinson's . . . Yes, to-morrow, 
early. But you are a funny girl, Blanche. 
I expected to find you simply fuQ of your 
Oreek experiences. And you have told me 
nothing, literally nothing. I should have 
had more to say if I had been spending a day 
at Eew. Never mind ! I shall get more out 

of you to-morrow Yes, eleven o'clock. 

• • • Or, stay t it must be half - past, or 
even twelve. I am going to a dance to- 
night." 

Helen Russell was an old school friend. 
Blanche sighed as she left the drawing-room 
gaily. It was true, she reflected, she had 
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said very little about Greece. It must seem 
strange to Helen. And yet — oh| how miser- 
able she waS) how httle people guessed what 
she was suffering. 

A month had passed since the Fergusons* 
return to their house in Park Lane. Blanche's 
thoughts were ever with her lover. Where 
was Reginald ? What was happening to 
him ? Would they ever meet again ? It had 
been agony to see herself compelled to leave 
Athens, with his fate uncertain. It was 
wretchedness to resume the old luxurious 
London Ufe, to live on day after day with no 
tidings of him. There seemed to be no one 
who could help her. Kind as he showed 
himself, Bolerofi could gain no news from 
his Greek friends, and her father refused 
to mention the engineer's name. 

Blanche crossed to the ottoman where she 
had been listlessly sitting when Helen called. 
A journal had tumbled to the carpet by its 
side. She picked it up. The Guardian I 
They did not take it. " Helen must have left 
the paper behind her. It would be best — 
yes, John had better take it round to Gros- 
venor Place. The Gua/rdicm! What black 
print. Religious evidently. And books, too. 
Ah, weU ^" 

Blanche raised her eyes, and turning to a 
mantelpiece, pressed the button of an dectrio 
belL 
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Presently a footman entered the drawing- 
room. But Miss Ferguson's head was again 
bent over the journal. 

" Yes, miss/ he said, to attract her atten- 
tion. 

She did not reply. She was absorbed in 
reading an advertisement. It ran: — 

^^ In the Cause of Morality. Subsortptions 
solicited for the building of a Peojile^s Pulpit or 
haUy to serve London. The edifice to he ci/rculaT^ 
of irony with seating accommodation for othe thou- 
scmd ; roof to he open like the Pantheon at Rome. 
Sermons (unsectarian) to he preached to tens 
of thousands by a new invention — the Electric 
Megaphone. Copy of provisiorud agreement 
with inventory plans of the proposed holly and 
aU other particulars gladly supplied on appUca- 
tion to the Rev. George Guest, Vicar of St. 
Radigan^Sy E.C.y to whom diegues should he 
made payMe.^^ 

Suddenly Miss Ferguson raised her head. 

" My cab at once, John," she ordered im- 
pulsively. ^* I shall be downstairs in five 
minutes." 

The appeal, which was appearing in many 
journals at this time and which had just 
attracted Blanche Ferguson's attention in 
The Guardiany was the first public outcome 
of the negotiations that had been busily 
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proceeding between Guest and Burton since 
the former applied to Tumbull & Co. for a 
verification of the latter's account of himself. 
The vicar was an enthusiast in the cause of 
morality. The proposal which he made to 
Burton was in keeping with his character. 
Guest sought no personal profit from it, 
nothing but the ultimate good of humanity. 
His oSer in its broad lines was simple. The 
clergyman would advance a first sum of 
money, to be subsequently increased by a 
use of his credit, for the immediate develop- 
ment of the electric megaphone. But certam 
conditions were attached. A People's Pulpit 
or hall of a certain architecture, was to be 
erected in London, and to this the electric 
megaphone with all rights would belong for 
a term of years. A fixed sum would be 
charged for admission, and all moneys so 
coming to the establishment would be 
divided on the half profit system, one 
moiety going to the inventor of the 
megaphone, and the other to the support 
of the hall and the furtherance of its 
educative objects. 

Burton asked for further details. In what 
form did Mr Guest propose to utilise his 
credit for the raising of the funds following 
upon the first sum that he would engage to 
provide? Had he a plan of the People's 
rulpit or hall to which he referred, and how 
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was the electric megaphone to be used therein 
or therefrom ? 

The clergyman replied categorically. He 
proposed to utilise his credit by accepting the 
responsibility of setting on foot a public 
subscription. With regard to the plan of the 
hall, only its main features were, as yet, in 
his mind. It would be of galvanized iron, as 
being the cheapest and most quickly handled 
material, circular in shape, to hold a thousand, 
and with an open roof like the Pantheon, 
gained by a light spiral staircase ascending 
round inside the dome. His idea was to 
preach within the hall in his natural voice, 
which would be subsequently conveyed by 
telephone into the electric megaphone situ- 
ated upon a mast supported by stays passing 
across the open roof. Each sermon would 
thus be in duplicate, proceeding simultane- 
ously below and above. But for further 
detail he referred the engineer to Mr Brog- 
borough, the well-known architect of Leybum 
Street, with whom he had been in com- 
munication. 

" Then I should depend for my money upon 
the audiences inside the hall ! " Burton sug- 
gested, after a pause. " The City itself would 
Hsten free." 

"Yes," said the clergyman. "And also 
upon the funds that I hope to raise by my 
appeal to the public For the rest, as you 
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say, the City would listen free. That is the 
grand object of my scheme." 

Time passed. An agreement was signed 
between the two men, and the affair came 
before the pubhc by the advertisements 
which the clergyman had suggested. 

Quest's reputation stood high. People 
knew that the vicar of St Radigan's would 
never consent to stand as sponsor to any- 
thing but a good and worthy object. There 
was an immediate response to his appeal 
Subscriptions began to pour in. The work 
was begun; and the vicar stood ready to 
interview person after person who called 
at the vicarage to inquire into the details of 
his scheme. 

It will be remembered that Burton quitted 
Athens in ignorance of the fact that the 
Greens were passing there under a pseudonym, 
and that their real name was Ferguson. 
The vicar therefore could in no way connect 
the name " Ferguson " with the remarkable 
tale of love and adventure which the en- 
gineer had confided to him. "Very well, 
I'll see the lady," he said, glancing carelessly 
at the superscription of a card which his 
housekeeper handed to him, and a few min- 
utes later he entered the study, where he 
received visitors who called on business con- 
nected with the People's Pulpit. 

Blanche had driven straight from Park 
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Lane to St Radigan's Vicarge after reading 
the advertisement in The Guardian. She 
handed the .journal to the reverend gentle- 
man. *^ I have just been reading this/' she 
explained, pointing out the advertisement. 
** I believe I am speaking to——" 

"Mr Guest," said the vicar of St 
Radigan's. 

Blanche smiled nervously. "I thought 
so," she replied. "I want — I have come 
to you for some information, Mr Guest." 

"I am here for that purpose. I shall be 
charmed to supply it," said the vicar, with 
a bow. 

Blanche was feeling too anxious not to 
come straight to the point. " I wish to know 
the name of the inventor of the electric 
megaphone," she said, abruptly. "I wish 
to know his address." 

The vicar felt a little astonished. He 
had been prepared to give information, but 
the lady's inquiry seemed personal in its 
tone. "His name is Reginald Burton," he 
replied, after a slight hesitancy. "His ad- 
dress is 4 Queen's Walk, E.C., where our 
workshop is. also established." 

A vivid flush came into Blanche's face with 
the mention of her lover's name. " Thank 
vou, I shall be able to find it," she answered 
hurriedly. " I will go and see him at once." 

And very hastily, very strangely, the 
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vicar found himself following the young 
lady from the room to let her out of his hall 
door. 

The minutes moved like lead till Blanche 
reached the address which had been given to 
her. Was Mr Burton at home ? 

As she asked the question, there behind 
the servant was Reginald himself coming 
along a hall passage. Their eyes met. 

And then suddenly to hear his voice as 
he darted f orward, to feel herself taken into his 
strong arms, to have his kisses upon her lips ! 

" I felt, I knew it must be you as soon as 
I read the advertisement," Blanche explained, 
while Burton held her away from nim to 
gaze passionately into her dark eyes. 

"And you came at once, you darling," 
he answered, drawing her to him, to press 
another kiss upon her quivering lips. 

What ages seemed to have passed since 
they had parted from one another at Volo ! 

It was a meeting whose memory lingered 
with the lovers all their lives. There was 
so much to say, so much to hear. They 
had never been so precious, so beautiful 
to one another. Their kisses, their caresses 
had never been so dear. 

But presently tears welled into their eyes 
as they learned how each had sufiEered under 
BolerofPs machinations. 

" I hope that I shall never see him again/* 
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Blanche said, shuddeiiiigly. ^^It frightens 
me even to think of anyone so wicked and 
crueL Oh, Reginald, if he had murdered you ! *' 
The thought turned her pale as death. 

Burton pressed the trembling girl to his 
breast. " But you have me, now," he re- 
plied, comfortingly. "I shall take care of 
you. No, Bolerofi cannot do that again, 
he cannot put me in prison here. We are 
man to man now, and I'll let him know it." 
A fiery indignation blazed in the engineer's 
eyes. 

Burton's tone was brave and confident. 
Blanche grew comforted as his hand gently 
caressed her hair. The colour returned to 
her face. 

"But why did you not write to me?" 
she asked, presently, looking up from his 
shoulder. 

"I did write, darling," Burton answered, 
with surprise. " I wrote to the Hotel d'Angle- 
terre as soon as I had recovered strength 
enough to hft a pen — ^to Miss Green! To 
whom else should I have addressed it ? Ah ! 
but nofv I understand. And that also ex- 
plains why I never found your father's ad- 
dress in the London Directory. I searched 
it through and through for anyone of the 
name of Green interested in violin strings 
or resin. 'Ferguson!' Of course not, the 
name never occurred to me. How could it 



Digitized by 



Googk 



234 THE ELECTRIC THEFT 

No, I was always tliinking of you, always. 
My one thought has been to recx)ver my 
good name and make money in order 
that I might give both to you, my dearest 
one ..../? What does it matter how / 
have suffered ? I think of you^ so true, so 
brave — ^to see you again — to have you in my 
arms " Burton kissed her passionately. 

Time passed like lightning to the lovers. 
At length it became necessary to consider 
their future course of action. What was 
to be done ? 

Burton had learned with surprise that 
Bolerofi was in London. With his own 
knowledge, added to the information which 
Blanche gave him, the engineer had Uttle 
difficulty in guessing the nature of the busi- 
ness connecting the anarchist with Ferguson. 
Posing as an honest commercial man, Bolerofi 
had offered to supply the financier with the 
stolen electricity. But was the contract 
legally concluded 7 Blanche did not know. 

His duty seemed plain to the engineer. 
He must see Blanche's father at once, and 
" show up " the anarchist for the unscrupu- 
lous villain that he was. He must en- 
deavour, if not too late, to save Ferguson 
from the consequences of the deception which 
had been practised upon him. 

^* And papa will and must be most grate- 
ful to you," Blanche observed. 
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" I don't know so much about that," the 
engineer answered with a fond kiss. " Papas 
are not always Uke their daughters/' 

A little later Burton and Blanche were 

speeding to Park Lane in the latter's private 

cab. 

• ••••• 

An uncertainty attaches to all commerce 
with the pubhc. A door once opened to the 
world must of necessity let in good, bad, and 
indifferent— every variety of human char- 
acter. From the reasonable and courteous 
to the "awkward" customer, a public oflfi- 
cial never knows with whom he may have 
to deal. The remark applies to the Cabinet 
Minister as well as to the railway guard re- 
ceiving a blow in reply to a civil request for 
a passenger's ticket. 

The Rev. George Guest, in his new capacity 
as public guardian of the People's Pulpit, 
was to receive an exemplification of this 
truism. 

Blanche Ferguson had not long quitted 
St Radigan's Vicarage, when Mr Guest's 
housekeeper again sought him. 

"A gentleman wishes to see you, sir," she 
said. 

" A gentleman — ^who ? " the vicar asked. 

^^A stranger, sir. He did not give his 
name." 

"You have shown him into the study!" 
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" Yes, sir." 

^^Ask him to take a seat. I'll come in 
a moment." 

A trifle delayed the vicar longer than he 
expected. Then something else claimed his 
attention. It was a good five minutes before 
he found himself free. 

A well-dressed man was sitting in a chair 
near the study window. He rose to his feet 
at the clergyman's entry. 

The vicar took in his face with a glance. 
The nose, the eyes, and still more the cut 
of the hair, were unmistakable in their 
significance. " A foreigner ! " Guest thought 
to himself, with a mild sensation of surprise. 
** I must apologise for having kept you wait- 
ing," he said aloud. 

The stranger bowed. " Please don't," he 
replied. " I have been interested in look- 
ing at the engravings." 

" The Teniers ? Yes, they arc very fine.'* 

The stranger stepped away to the wall, 
giving a long look at a print in a flat, gold 
frame. " My favourite ! " he exclaimed, re- 
flectively. " How wonderfully successful he 
always is with his figures. But I am 
keeping you," the stranger added, turning 
about, and facing the vicar with peculiar, 
almond-shaped eyes. **I speak to Mr 
Guest ? " , ^ 

'^ Yes," said the vicar. He paused, adding. 
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'* My housekeeper did not tell me whom I 
have the pleasure of addressing." 

The stranger did not reply. A difficulty 
in disentangling a paper from his pocket 
seemed to be absorbing his whole attention. 
Suddenly it came free. " This will explain 
why I have sought you out," he said, hand- 
ing it to the vicar. 

TJie PaU MaU Gazette I And a blue pencil 
mark against their latest People's Pulpit 
advertisement in it ! 

Guest looked up with a smile. "Any 
information that I can give is quite at your 
service," he said; "but I hope you won't 
prove like a young lady who was here a 
little while ago with a copy of TJie Guardian. 
I (juite looked upon her as a possible sub- 
scriber to our scheme. But, oh no ! It was 
the name and address of our inventor that 
she wanted — Reginald Burton, 4 Queen's 
Walk, E.C. I had scarcely said the words 
before she was away. Yes, one has to be 
very much on the qui vive in dealing with the 
public. But I am forgetting. You wished 

" To know if the electric megaphone is 
for sale ? " said the stranger. 

" Far sale ? " the vicar repeated, drawing 
back in surprise. 

" Yes, I wish to buy it," was the reply. 

There was a long pause. 
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" No," said the vicar, shortly. " It is not 
for sale." 

" But you would consider an offer ? " 
the stranger suggested. 

" Spealang for myself, no," the vicar re- 
plied, handing over a copy of his agreement 
with Burton. " Money does not attract me 
in comparison with the good work which I 
hope to effect with the invention.** 

The stranger perused the document in 
silence. " But the partner to this agreement^ 
Mr Burton, the inventor ? " he suggested, 
presently. 

^^ I should hold him to his engagement." 

" Under all conditions ? " 

"Under any conditions which I can at 
present foresee." 

The stranger looked round the room. "I 
am wealthy," he remarked, suggestively. " Is 
that your final word ? " 

"Yes, my final word," said the vicar. 
" May I put you down for a subscription ? " 

" Not at present," was the reply. " I 
wish to buy. I offer you twenty thousand 
pounds if you'll sell. And I put it to you 
as a clergyman whether in a desire to do a 
general spiritual good you can conscienti- 
ously refuse such an offer without taking 
into account the interests of your partner." 

" I think so," said the vicar. " Mr Burton 
signed the agreement with his eyes open." 
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"But the conditions have changed since 
out of all proportion ! " the stranger argued. 
"That wluch was worth little or nothing 
has now become valuable. The spiritu^d 
object of the contract remains unaltered, 
I grant; not so the material, to which 
Mr Burton subscribed.'* 

The vicar reflected. 

" You do not convince me," he said, after 
the pause. "But I wish to do right. If 
you should choose to interview Mr Burton 
at 4 Queen's Walk, and he should afterwards 
express a wish to me to cancel our agree- 
ment, I will reconsider the matter with an 
open mind. More than this, I will not say." 
And the vicar bowed the stranger out. 

A Uttle later the same man was calling 
at 4 Queen's Walk, E.G. 

But Burton had just left with Blanche for 
Park Lane ! He was out. 

" Then I'll come in and wait for him,'* 
said the stranger. 

"Very good, sir," the landlady replied. 

And that was how Boleroff forced his way 
into the engineer's room. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THBBATS 

Amongst London mansions No. 410 Park 
Lane is famous for its magnificent white 
marble staircase. Blanche and Burton had 
just entered the hall to which it descends. 
" There is papa ! " she exclaimed, nervously. 

Ferguson was coming down the stairs, 
and caught sight of them at the same 
moment. What ! his daughter with that low 
rascal again. He paused, clutching hold of the 
marble balustrade. His expression of aston- 
ishment was succeeded by one of intense 
annoyance. 

*^ Come on, Reginald," Blanche said, des- 
perately, moving swiftly forwards. 

Not a word was uttered till she reached 
the step immediately below where her father 
was standing. 
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"I have brought an old friend, papa," 
she said. 

^' Glad to see you again, sir," said the en- 
gineer from behind 

Ferguson raised and replaced his hand 
with a heavy slap upon the balustrade. *' I 
have not asked nor do I wish to see that man 
in my house," he answered, passionately. 

C« T »> 

"But, papa!" Blanche interrupted. 
"Reginald can explain everything. You 
don't understand ^^ 

" I do," her father replied, " I understand 
perfectly. That man was convicted of felony 
m Greece " 

" Cionvicted unjustly I " Burton remarked 
with bitterness. 

"Was convicted of felony in Greece," 
Ferguson reiterated. " You bring him here 
against my wishes. How ? Why ? I don't 
ask. I say he leaves again at once, he never 
returns." And pointing below, the financier 
added, "There is the door for you, 
sir!" 

Blanche turned about, her eyes seeking 
the engineer's, and pleading with him for 
patience. 

Burton met the glance with a smile. After- 
wards he stepped past her, placing himself 
upon a level with the financier. 

"You choose to treat me as a criminal^ 
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sir," he said. "You condemn me unheard* 
* The door for you,' you say '' 

" Yes, sir, I say the door, and I say it again," 
the financier replied furiously. "I want no 
thieves in my house." 

''Papa/ Please/ For my sake/ '^ Blanche 
sobbed entreatingly. 

The engineer gave her a glance. ** Never 
mind ! " he said, comfortingly. Afterwards 
he readdressed himself to the father. 

" There is no necessity to insult me, Mr. 
Ferguson," he said. " You are in your own 
house. I leave it, but not before I have 
performed my duty in conveying a warning 
to you. You imagine that I have come 
here on a personal object connected with 
your daughter. That is not the fact. Give 
me five minutes, and I will prove it to 
you." 

They were face to face; and there were 
few men who could meet Burton's gaze 
without being impressed by its honesty. A 
warning ? And to him ? The fiGoancier was 
always sensitively alive to the interests of 
self. He felt uneasy. 

"What do you wish to say to me?" 
Ferguson asked, after a pause. 

" It is a long explanation. Not here I 
Not upon the stairs, papa," Blanche sug- 
gested^ entreatingly. 

Ferguson saw himself shamed into a sullen 
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politeness. He led the way upstairs to a 
study. But he still yielded slowly, sus- 
piciously. 

"Leave us, Blanche," he ordered, motion- 
ing the engineer to enter. "Mr Burton's 
business does not concern you." 

She obeyed silently. Ferguson watched 
her dut of sight along a corridor. Then he 
followed the engineer into the study. He 
closed the door, and turned to him, ex- 
claiming, " Now ! " 

The financier listened to the history of Bole- 
roffs villainy, making no comment, though 
putting an occasional question. That it 
was true he could not doubt, reflecting upon 
the incidents of the past. But that it 
affected him personally, in the way Burton 
suggested, he did not see. 

For what were the facts as Ferguson 
looked at them under an unscrupulous desire 
to make money ? He had signed a contract 
with Boleroff, whereby during a term of 
years the latter engaged to supply him with 
electricity upon exceptionally advantageous 
terms; and there it seemed to the fiinancier 
that his responsibility ended. Because it 
was now brought to his private knowledge 
that the man was an anarchist, and the elec- 
tricity stolen abroad, was he therefore to 
endeavour to quash their agreement and to 
forego a cheap market ? Was that the way 
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to make money ? Would that be busmess 7 
Was a man to hold himself responsible for 
the morality of those with whom he dealt T 
No, only a sickly sentimentalist would argue 
so. Ferguson determined to receive the elec- 
tricity as long as it could be supplied, or 
until Boleroff s crimes were discovered and 
there was a public scandal, when he would 
plead that he had '^ known nothing." Mean- 
while a warning sent anonjnnously to the 
Electric Power Works at Athens would stop 
the robbeiy in the only quarter where it 
was doing him harm. 

But Burton had come to the end of his 
narrative, and was waiting for him to speak. 

The financier broke the silence with a 
contemptuous laugh. 

" You have told me a cock and bull story 
which would not take in a child ! " he ob- 
served, abruptly. " You ask me to believe 
Monsieur BolerofE guilty of the most out- 
rageous and incredible crimes without ad- 
vancing a particle of proof in support of your 
assertions. You tell me such a tale in the 
twentieth century, and expect me to believe 
it. But you waste my time and your own. 
I know your motive, sir." 

Ferguson had been listening with his smooth- 
shaven face almost passive of expression till 
the sudden outburst. Burton drew back in 
sheer astonishment. The engineer was so 
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conscious of having spoken the truth that 
it appeared almost impossible that he should 
have failed to convince the man before him. 

" But I have given you proofs I " he an- 
swered^ after a pause. ^^ Refer, make in- 
quiries, confront me with the man himself 
if you are not satisfied. I only ask one 
thing. Be warned I Bolerofi is a scoun- 
drel ! " 

" Your last remark sounds libellous ! " 
said the financier, coldly. 

Libellous ! After all that he had suffered 
at the villain's hands. And for Blanche's 
father to say so ! Burton gave a bitter 
laugh. 

" Repeat it to the interested party ! " he 
answered, "and I'll take the risks." 

" You hold to that I " Ferguson inquired, 
threateningly. 

" I hold to that," the engineer replied with 
firmness. He added, " You'll find no action 
will be taken." 

Silence followed. Ferguson was thinking 
how he could most quickly rid himself of 
the engineer, while the latter was gathering 
up energy for another attempt to convince 
the financier. Suddenly Burton spoke — 

" You will not accept my word," he said. 
•*You will not trust me to the point of 
informing me whether you are or are not 
engaged in a commercial negotiation with 
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Boleroff. So be it ! But I ask you for your 
daughter's sake to consider well what you 
are about. I suspect, I cannot state it as 
a fact, for I have yet to discover the proo&, 
that electricity is being stolen in England 
in the same way as it has been stolen at 
Athens and other of the European capitals. 
You understand the drift of my warning! 
Qo slow:' 

"First you had proof Sj now you only 
suspect ! " the financier remarked, with a 
sneering emphasis. " Sir," he added, savagely, 
" I require your advice neither in my family 
nor my business affairs. I shall go as I 
please.'* 

And that closed the interview. Burton 
shrugged his shoulders and withdrew. 

The engineer had been hardly treated. 
Though he had controlled his temper for 
Blanche's sake, the insults of her father 
had rasped the already bitter sense of in- 
justice under which he was suffering. To 
reflect that Boleroff was in London, and being 
received as an honest man at Park Lane I 
— ^Burton's blood boiled with indignation. It 
added to his passion that for the present 
he appeared to be powerless. The endeavours 
which Burton had made to connect the anar- 
chists at the depot in Whipper's Lane with 
any robbery of English electricity had so 
far proved fruitless of result. The guard 
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kept there was too strict and cunning to be 
penetrated save by an expenditure of time 
and money ; and the engineer could command 
neither till the completion of the megaphone, 
and the establishment of the People's Pulpit. 

Burton's mood showed itself like an ex- 
plosive flash of gunpowder when, upon his 
return to Queen's Walk, he unexpectedly 
found Boleroff awaiting Idm. 

"What! You here, you scotmdrdl^* the 
engineer exclaimed, with a passionate sconu 

Bolerofi had just risen to his feet, smihng 
and stretching out a hand, to greet Burton 
as the latter entered. 

The words struck him like a whip. 

His hand drew back with a jerk. His smile 
became a grin. " You forget me ? You mis- 
take me for someone else ? " he suggested. 

"I mistake you for no one. Monsieur 
Stavinski, alias Bolerofi ! " was the engineer's 
quick reply, and it cut back Uke steel. 

With a strange over and over movement, 
the anarchist rolled his eyes round the room. 
The wandering glance returned to settle 
unsteadily upon the engineer's flushed face* 

" I do not understands you," he said, his 
foreign accent becoming marked. 

For a pause of seconds Burton did not 
reply, standing stifi and steady as a rock. 
Suddenly he leant forwards, crashing his 
open hand down upon a table. "I came 
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home on the 'John Robinson/" he stated 
simply. The words seemed to fly guided like 
a ball from a cricket bat. 

" I see ! " said BolerofE. 

The men looked at one another. 

Burton drew himself erect. " How now ? *' 
he exclaimed, triumphantly. '^I know all, 
do I not ? " 

Silence followed. 

" But I am safe," Boleroff said, presently, 
his dark eyes glassing over like a snake's. 
" There is no treaty with Greece. You cannot 
touch me here." 

" True, you scoundrel," the engineer re- 
plied. " But neither can you touch me. 
We are in England now, thank God! We 
are man to man. But say ! what brings 
you here ? What new villainy are you 
plotting ? " 

Bolerofi saw that his mask had been torn 
ofi, and could never again be replaced. '* You 
stood in our way, and I was obliged to in- 
jure you," he confessed, with a shrug of his 
shoulders. "You call me a scoundrel be- 
cause of that ? You will never wish to con- 
sider me your friend? It is natural. I 
make allowances for you. I am patient. 
What brings me here, you ask. Do I 
come to hurt you ? Is it that I wish 
to put you in prison again ? No. Once, 
twice, and a thousand times, nol I come 
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here because I wish to do business with 
you." 

Burton knew the man to be bad. But 
such cool, such amazing efEronteiy after all 
that had passed ! 

" You have the cheek of the devil I " the 
engineer remarked. 

BolerofE smiled. "I would not put it 
so/* he said. "But listen " 

A few minutes' explanation placed the an- 
archist's proposal before Burton. He wished 
to purhase the electric megaphone. He 
offered twenty thouand pounds for it. Would 
Burton consent to the sale, and would the 
engineer for a large private money con- 
sideration undertake to persuade the Rev. 
Gfeorge Guest to forego the original 
contract ? 

Twenty thousand pounds/ It was a large 
sum. Burton saw that it would more than 
suffice to " show up " and destroy the cun- 
ning villain who was offering it. Twenty 
thousand pounds/ It would place him fair 
and square again with the world. It would 
give him Blanche. But he would be bribed 
to betray Guest and the good work of the 
people's pulpit! He would become — ^if not 
before the world, before his own conscience 
— ^the accomplice of the scoundrel tempting 
him. 

" I remember the past," the engineer said. 
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doubtfully, after a pause of reflection. " Sup- 
posing that I were to succeed in persuading 
Guest, and supposing that we parted with 
the megaphone and returned the public their 
subscriptions, how am I to know that you 
would pay us ? What security should we 
have ? It is easier to promise twenty thou- 
sand pounds than to find them." 

" You ask for security ! " the anarchist 
exclaimed, gaily. " Nothing easier, my good 
Mr Burton. I say to you, name a dajr. 
The money shall be ready. I will pay m 
advance." 

"What! the whole sum of twenty thou- 
sand pounds ! " Burton answered, with sur- 
prise. 

"Certainly," said the anarchist. "And 
the other little sum besides. I am wealthy, 
and I am generous." He looked eagerly at 
the engineer. 

Burton appeared impressed. "But there 
is another thing which occurs to me ! " he 
remarked, hesitatingly. "Supposing that I 
agreed " 

The engineer paused under an apparent 
timidity to express himseli 

"Yes," Boleroff encouraged him. 

" Supposing that I agreed to influence 
Guest," the engineer resumed, "there would 
still be another difficulty. I should not like 
anyone to — ^how shall I put it ? " 
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And again Burton paused, his eyes seek- 
ing BolerofE's meaningly. 

" You would not like people to know of 
that part of the transaction," the anarchist 
suggested. 

Burton nodded a silent assent. 

*^ Psutt ! a secret clause in the agreement 
would easily arrange that,'* Boleroff answered. 
" No," he added slowly, after a pause. ** If 
that is your only objection — well ! " 

"But it is not my only objection, you 
scoundrel," Burton thundered suddenly, his 
eyes flashing fire. " I have been leading you 
on. / sell the megaphone ! To you I Never / 
I am an honest man. I know your history. 
Ah I you turn pale. Yes, tremble. I'll make 
money with Guest, and show you and your 
gang up to the world." 

Bolerofi drew away a pace. "You know 
my history ! " he sneered, with a slanting, 
evil look nrom his almond-shaped eyes. 

" I do," said the engineer. " I tell you 
again, I was not aboard the * John Robinson ' 
for nothing." 

" And I — what do I know about you ? " 
Boleroff asked, a sudden, dangerous gentle- 
ness coming into his voice. 

" Nothing that can harm me here ! " the 
engineer answered, defiantly. "We are not 
in Greece." 

" You think so !"Boleroff answered. "But 



Digitized by 



Googk 



252 THE ELECTRIC THEFT 

that is your mistake. You forget that 
Miss Ferguson has told me the tale of your 
love. You forget, or you do not know, that 
I have power over her father." The anar- 
chist paused, staring malevolently. 

There flashed aross Burton's mind a re- 
collection of the negotiations which were 
taking place between Blanche's father and 
the Russian. 

** What do you mean ? " the engineer 
asked, hollowly, under a sudden dread. 

" That I have Ferguson — ^how do you 
call it ? — on the hip. That I can marry 
his daughter if I will." 

^^ You would attempt that ! After all the 
wrong you have done us 1 " the engineer in- 
quired, breathlessly, 

BoleroS smiled. " The megaphone, or I 
will," he answered, mercilessly. 

The slow, stretching smile ! The threat ! 
— ^It was more than human flesh could bear. 

"Defend yourself! Put up your hands, 
you devil ! " Burton shouted. " Up, up with 
them. Ha ! and you'd kick, would you 7 
Take that then, and that ! " 

It was a fierce, sudden fight, fists against 
feet. One after the other. Burton's left and 
right went home upon the Russian's round 
face, driving him "crash" against a table. 
Then the foot told toe under chin, and 
afterwards the fist came in again to leave a 
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bloody cut, A pell-mell followed. They broke 
apart. The Russian seized a chair. But 
Burton was upon him too quickly, wrench- 
ing it from his grasp, and forcing him back 
through a doorway into a passage. They 
gripped along the latter, (Mouldering the 
walls, snapping ofiE a stair banister, upsetting 
a mahogany hat-rack. There was a fined 
struggle upon some steps, and then Burton 
threw — " chucked " — him out of 4 Queen's 
Walk, bleeding, breathless, and beaten. 

To the east. Queen's Walk ends in a ctiZ 
de sac. Boleroff walked rapidly west to 
where the residential houses of the Walk join 
the busy Brondesboro' Road. "Where is 
the nearest chemist's ? " he asked, pausing 
at the comer, and addressing one of the 
stream of passers-by. But the man was a 
stranger to the neighbourhood. 

The question had to be repeated thrice 
before the reply was received. " Keep along 
to the right. Three shops beyond a tobac- 
conist's." 

Bolerofi strode on, pressing a handker- 
chief to his damaged Up. 

The green, opal, and blue glass " carboys " 
of a chemist's shop presently showed them- 
selves. The anarchist turned into it, his 
footsteps sounding with a sudden hardness 
upon its floor of red and yellow tiles. 

He was delayed for a few seconds before 
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a glass-bottled counter. Then a short man 
appeared from a door to the left. 

BolerofE withdrew the handkerchief from 
his Up. " I have had an accident," he ex- 
plained, leaning over the counter. "Will 
plaster be sufficient ? " 

The chemist gave a glance. He drew 
back, looking to the right. "Will you step 
into my room, sir ? " he asked. 

Three paces along the counter, and a turn 
to the right, took BoleroS into the privacy 
which was offered Imn. " Now ! " he said, 
impatiently, turning again to the chemist. 

" A little nearer the window, sir ! " the 
man invited. " So, that is better. Allow 
me." (He began to part the small black 
moustache carefully away from the wound). 
" No, sir. It won't require stitching. Plaster 
will be sufficient. If you will sit down." 

The chemist quitted BoleroS to return to 
the shop. He reappeared after a few moments 
smiling and carrymg a roll of white adhesive 
plaster and scissors. "Tou have caught it 
over the eye too, sir," he remarked. 

" It will colour ? " BolerofE inquired, sul- 
lenly. 

The chemist laughed. 

" Rayther ! " he said. " It was a fair upper 
cut, I know. Near here, sir ? " 

Boleroff did not understand. "What?*" 
he asked. 
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" Did you take him on near here, sir ? " the 
chemist repeated, cmiously. 

The anarchist scowled. He did not reply. 

^^Had the worst of it, and still savage," 
thought the chemist; and he finished his 
service in cautious silence. 

Ferguson was startled by the Russian's 
appearance when he presented himself later 
at 410 Park Lane, with his lip in plaster, 
and his right eye swollen and discoloured. 

** Hallo ! you have been in a row I " the 
financier exclaimed. 

BoleroS afiected to treat the matter lightly. 
An afiair in the east end. A rough! But 
he had given back more than he had re- 
ceived ! 

There was a certain reticence about Bole- 
roffs explanation which did not escape the 
financier's attention. Ferguson foimd his 
thoughts dwelling upon the warning which 
Burton had given him earlier in the day. 

Presently Bolerofi was entering upon the 
object of his visit. 

So you wish to be allowed to pay your 
addresses to my daughter ! " the financier 
exclaimed, after a pause. 

BolerofE bowed. " I do," he said. 

Though under certain circumstances the 
financier had no objection to do business 
with a shady adventurer, to give his daugh- 
ter to him was a very difierent matter. 
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Ferguson's reply was never doubtful for a 
moment. It was impossible for him to enter- 
tain the proposal. He had other designs for 
his daughter, he said vaguely. 

The refusal, accentuated by the financier's 
naturally patronising manner, irritated Bole- 
roffs passionate mood. The anarchist found 
himself arguing with more and more heat. 
There came a climax. 

"Put it plainly!" said Boleroff. "You 
won't give me your daughter, not because 
you cannot, but because you don't choose 
to do so." 

Ferguson did not reply. 

"You don't answer," Bolerofi remarked^ 
after a pause. 

"No, you have answered for me," the 
financier said, with a shrug of the shoulders. 

Bolerofi drew a long breath. His brows 
descended in a threatening frown. "Have 
you considered that it is in my power to ruin 
you ? " he asked, suddenly and impressively, 
in a tone scarcely above a whisper. 

" Me I " said the financier, drawing back 
in astonishment. 

" Yes, you ! " the anarchist hissed. 

The recollection of their agreement fiashed 
like lightning through the financier's brain. 
Was there anything in the contract that 
could be turned to his harm 7 Was he 
threatened with the law 7 No, the idea was 
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absurd. He had been too careful, too 
cautious. Then what could the man mean ? 
Ruin him 7 with his wealth and position 
— ^the biggest electric financier in the city ! 
Pooh! it must be bluS. BoleroS himself 
must be in difficulties. Yes, that was it, 
that explained everything. Bolerofi had 
suddenly grasped the fact that he would be 
unable, save at a loss, to supply the elec- 
tricity. He was "hedging" against failure 
by this attempt to marry Blanche. His 
object was to hang up his hat in Park 
Lane. 

"That for you!'* the financier said, sud- 
denly snapping his fingers at BoleroS. " ' Elec- 
tric Ferguson' is rich enough to take care of 
himself." 

"You think so," the anarchist observed^ 
sneeringly. 

" I don't think, I hiMVO it," was the con- 
fident reply. " Let me see ! my first cheque 
is due to you ^" 

" On the twenty-third of March," said 
Bolerofi. 

Ferguson laughed scornfully. " And I could 
draw a dozen more of the same amount 
without feeling it," he a4ded. 

"Nevertheless, I repeat, I can and will 
ruin you if you refuse me your daughter," 
Bolerofi said in a hard tone, his eyes glit- 
tering. 
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''Threats! Idle threats!" the financier 
exclaimed, contemptuously. 

" Not so," Bolerofi insisted. " I possess 
power unknown to you. Rich as ' Electric 
Fergnson' may be, I will shake him down, 
and his companies too. How 7 That is my 
secret." 

"Bosh! You talk of an impossibility," 
Ferguson replied. "We have a cajntal of 
millions. You and a hundred better men 
could not do it." 
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CHAPTER XV 

THB UNFORBSEEK 

The disaster befell London with amazing 
suddenness. There was absolutely no pre- 
monitory warning. Till the very last stroke 
of noon, telegraphic and telephonic messages 
were being conveyed as usual, electric tram and 
railway cars were running with quite an 
average exactitude. 

But with the last stroke of noon, the dis- 
turbance arrived like a lightning flash ! 

The results were everywhere the same. 
Oscillation followed oscillation in the electric 
currents that were being manipulated. The 
energy of which no man can give an explana- 
tion was in violent convulsions. Operators 
saw their machines rendered useless. 

The phenomenon was not only amazing 
in its intensity, but continuing, it would be 
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commercially destructive — ^to electric interests, 
ruinously so. The experts were at once 
consulted. What was the cause 7 Would 
it last ? And what was to be done 7 

But opinions varied. So little was known 
even to the highest brain. So much was 
still open to speculation. To say that the 
disturbance was probably caused by a mag- 
netic storm of exceptional violence was but 
to repeat the common theory of every tele- 
graph clerk who had ever seen his needles 
flicker incoherently before the silent, invisible 
magnetic waves induced by a thunderstorm 
above or earth currents below. And for the 
rest, who could say how long it would last^ 
who could suggest any remedy save pa- 
tience 7 Brown did. But Brown it was well 
known was an out-of-date old fool. Grey 
could. Grey couldn't. He knew no more 
than anyone else. 

" Your scientific experts never agree ! " 
the untechnical public observed, scornfully. 

The extraordinary disturbance, just de- 
scribed, was the work of human agency. 
Incredible as it may seem, BoleroS was re- 
sponsible for the ruin now threatening the 
entire electric industry of London. But to 
explain. 

The reader will remember the series of 
strange circumstances, narrated in Chapter 
XII, which led the anarchist chief to the 
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discovery of a natural electrolytic "bath," 
situated in a vast underground cavern lying 
beneath the Cathedral of St Paul; how the 
weight of a pile of electric accumulators, 
stowed in the anarchistic depot at Whipper's 
Lane, E.C., had suddenly broken through into 
a clay cavity; how, in searching for a 
missing member of the gang, supposed to 
have been carried below, BolerofE had found 
him immersed to the waist in a large lake; 
how the man who was rescued had imagined 
hismelf to be freezing to death; and how 
the white crystals which had been deposited 
upon him were not ice, but the result of an 
electric current passing through a solution 
of some salt. 

Time passed. Bolerofi made several de- 
scents into the cavern. The mystery of the 
electric energy at work in the lake became 
clear to him. It was due to a natural earth 
current. Thousands of " kilowat-hours " were 
here running to waste, like a hidden spring of 
rock-oil, and of an equivalent or even higher 
commercial value. It seemed a sin. Bole- 
roff determined to utilise it. 

A working gang of anarchists was brought 
down into the cavern, and machinery erected 
which could tap the current at a moment's 
notice. A length of submarine cable was 
next purchased, and went round and round 
the winch-like base of the monstrous clay 
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pillar supporting the cathedral. Then every- 
thing was ready. BolerofiE had but to give 
the word, and the earth current, tapped 
and diverted into the coils of the cable, 
would transfer them into an enormous 
magnet. 

It was a clever but villainous scheme to 
utilise the natural force which a chance dis- 
covery had placed at his disposal. The 
potential magnet lay at the heart of London. 
The current turned into it, it would become 
instantaneously alive, active, radiating energy 
in all directions; the current cut off, it 
would become as quickly dead, passive, 
withdrawing the influence it had just ex- 
tended. Its strength would be prodigious, 
acting by induction. Nothing woidd be able 
to resist it. Telegraphs, telephones, electric 
power works must all yield to its power and 
become disorganised like ripples before a great 
wave. Their stocks must fall under the &ian- 
cial ruin which would immediately threaten 
them. They would go down and down in the 
market, and BoleroS would buy in for the 
rise which would take place when he chose 
to cut off the secret disturbance. 

It was just before the machinery was ready 
for this great coup that Boleroff had his 
encounter with Burton at 4 Queen's Walk. 
The quarrel, and the subsequent alterca- 
tion with Blanche's father at Park Lane» 
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strengtliened his resolve. Ferguson would come 
under the strain of meeting the obligations 
on their accumulator contract with a dis- 
astrously depreciated share capital. Utter 
ruin would stare the financier in the face 
imless he consented to give BoleroS his 
daughter. And it was his consent only that 
the anarchist wanted. BolerofiE had no real 
intention of marrying Blanche. He wished 
to make the engineer believe so. ^* The 
megaphone, or I will," was a threat which 
he would carry to the church door, though 
no farther. 

The anticipations of the anarchist were 
fulfilled. The drop in electric shares, follow- 
ing upon the ^^ break-down," was immediate 
and severe. A slight rise followed under the 
idea that the interruption would prove but 
temporary. And then, with the "break- 
down " still continuing and no improvement 
in prospect, the public lost their heads. A 
panic set in. People began to unload at all 
costs. 

Fer^on found himself "caught" in the 
situation whch BoleroS had engineered. His 
electric interests were too large and exten- 
sive to be lightly sacrificed. He held upon 
a falling market, hoping from hour to hour 
that matters would somehow come right. 
A point was reached and passed with a 
rapidity only equalled by the suddenness of 
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the oiigmal disaster. He seemed scarcely to 
have realised what had happened, when his 
shares were unsaleable. 

The catastrophe had been so overwhelm- 
ing, upon such a gigantic scale, that Fer- 
guson had failed to connect it as cause and 
efiEect with the anarchist's recent threat to 
ruin hinu It had appeared too improb- 
able. A meeting between the two men now 
took place at which BoleroS affirmed that 
it was within his power to end even as he 
had created the situation. How ? By what 
means ? He refused to say. It was his secret. 
And his terms for this service 7 The same 
as at their last interview-— that Ferguson 
should consent to marry his daughter to 
him. 

" You come here and tell me that you, and 
you alone, are responsible for this ruinous 
disturbance ? " the financier observed, cun- 
ningly, after a pause of reflection. ^^But 
how am I to know that it is a fact 7 Tou 
give no particulars. Anyone might choose 
to affirm the same thing. What guarantee 
have I that you are spealang the 
truth 7" 

"This," the anarchist replied. "That if 
I so will it, the disturbance ends this very 
day.'V 

BolerofTs tone was one of confident power. 
The financier was impressed by it. "Tou 



Digitized by 



Googk 



THE UNFORESEEN 266 

are willing to give me this proof 7 '' lie sug- 
gested. 

**I am not," was the quick reply. "I 
offer you terms. I do not ask for them. 
Refuse me at your periL I can afford to 
wait." 

" You threaten ! " the financier exclaimed, 
desperately. " 1*11 appeal to the police. 
I'll put them on your track. I'll inform 
them word for word what you have 
said." 

" Do so ! " said Boleroff, quietly, " and 
they'll tell you that I am a madman." 

" But you are ruining me ! " 

** Yes, I am ruining you." 

" I'll inform the police." 

" Of what V 

** That you are ruining our companies ! " 

"How?" 

The financier felt himself driven into a 
comer. He gave a groan. 

" You will give me your daughter ? '* the 
anarchist suggested, presently. 

Ferguson did not reply. 

"Come, yes or no," Boleroff urged, piti- 
lessly. 

"No,'' came the answer, after a pause. 
And tears rushed into the father's eyes, as 
Boleroff left him. 

Ferguson found himself in a terrible posi- 
tion. There was no doubt in the financier's 
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mind that by some extraordinaxy means 
or other BolerofiE was indeed responsible 
for the ruin threatening his interests. But 
selfish and unprincipled as Ferguson was, 
he could not bring himself to entertain 
the idea of sacrificing his daughter to such 
a scoundreL What was he to do 7 Who 
could help him 7 

The financier's thoughts presently turned 
to Burton. The electrical engineer seemed 
to be the one man in London who had any 
knowledge of Boleroffs history and his own 
position. Burton was clever, inventive, and 
possessed of a full technical knowledge. It 
was possible, if he placed the whole of the 
circumstances before him, that the engineer 
might be able to discover and remedy the 
electric disturbance for which Boleroff owned 
himself responsible. But how would Burton 
receive him after the past 7 Ferguson hesi- 
tated under an unusual sense of shame. At 
length his necessities drove him to the 
step. 

Burton was not the man to harbour resent- 
ment. The financier found his opening 
apology cut short. 

" Say no more ! You are Blanche's father," 
the engineer exclaimed. *' I'll help if it 
lies in my power.'- And he held his hand 
out impulsively. 

The information which Ferguson placed 
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before the engineer astonished the latter. 
So Boleroff claimed to be responsible for the 
gigantic disturbance which was ruining the 
electric industries! 

" But how ? In what possible way can 
he have efiected it ? " the engineer asked, 
presently. 

But that was the mystery! Ferguson 
could offer no solution of it. 

Burton was at first sceptical It was 
difficult to believe that one man could by any 
means have engineered such an extraordin- 
ary break-down as was then paralysing the 
city. He expressed the opinion that it was 
either a lie or a hallucination upon Bolerofif s 
part. 

The financier did not agree with this view ; 
and an account in greater detail of his recent 
interview with the anarchist brought the 
engineer to a more serious consideration of 
the position. Burton now recalled Bole- 
rofif s threats towards himsell A sudden Ught 



bore in upon him. 
"I see it!" 



the engineer exclaimed. " He 
knows that I love your daughter. It is / 
whom he is really threatening. It is our 
megaphone, here, that he wants." 

And you think, if he secured it, that he 
would withdraw the disturbance and cease 
to press me ! " the financier inquired, ex- 
citedly. 
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" How can I say ? " Burton replied " The 
answer to your question depends upon whether 
the man is exercising the power which he 
claims. Moreover the possession of our mega- 
phone may be but part of a wider scheme. 
Who can say ? " 

" I did not infer so," the financier observed. 
" As I imderstood him, it was this — ^give me 
your daughter, and your companies shall 
come right. To-day, if you will ! ** 

" He said that ? " 

" He said that ! " the financier repeated. 

Burton reflected. 

"The man is a very clever scoundrel. I 
scarcely know what to say," he observed, 
after a pause. " But granting that he is 
responsible in some strange way for this 
electric disturbance, it is as possible that 
he has engineered it with the one object 
of obtaining possession of our megaphone. 
Certainly, lus words would lead one to think 
so. 

"Tes, and that is my opinion," said the 
financier decidedly. 

There was a short silence. The men looked 
at one another. 

"He offers you twenty thousand poimds 
for the megaphone. Persuade Guest as he 
suggests, and let him have it," said the 
financier, suddenly. 

Burton shook his head. ** I know the man 
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for an tmscrupulous scoundrel. I have already 
refused to do so," he replied. 

"But the conditions have changed since 
Boleroff first approached you," the financier 
urged. "I have come in. You would take 
more than twenty thousand pounds now." 

"You mean " 

The financier bent forwards. " That Bole- 
roff will ruin me if you don't close with this 
offer," he said, hollowly. "That if you 
succeed in saving me, I will withdraw my 
opposition, and Blanche shall be yours." 

There was a long pause. Ferguson waited 
in a breathless anxiety. 

"No, I will not do that," said the en- 
gineer, resisting the temptation. "I will 
not dishonour myself even to win 
Blanche ! " 

The interview between the two men had 
led to nothing. Time passed. The People's 
Pulpit began to approach completion, and 
with more leisure at his disposal, the en- 
gineer's mind turned again and again to 
the mystery of the electric break-down 
which was still continuing. Was Boleroff 
indeed responsible for it, and if so — 
how? 

Burton had already visited the anar- 
chistic depot at Whipper's Lane in several 
unsuccessful endeavours to enter and dis- 
cover whether any of the stolen electricity 
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stored there wa43 derived from English 
sources. As the engineer considered the 
position of the electric industries, from 
day to day growing more desperate 
imder their disturbance, a new idea 
urged him to the warehouse. Might 
not the latter contain something wluch 
would explain at one and the same time 
BolerofPs threats and the break-down? 
Once granting that the anarchist was 
responsible, it seemed not only possible but 
probable. 

It will be remembered that the entrance 
to the high-storied building of the Whipper's 
Lane depot is by a central archway. The 
challenge which Burton received as he entered 
it was very sudden. '^ No admission here 
without an order, sir," said a voice, 
sharply. 

Burton was disguised as a city clerk, 
wearing a tall hat and a frock coat. He 
halted. His glance, turning to the right, 
fell upon a burly figure dressed like a 
labourer. 

^^ All right ! I am going in on business,'' 
the engineer replied, confidently. He began 
to move forwards again. 

But the man was too quick. He inter- 
posed himself in Burton's path. *'I must 
see your order," he insisted. 

'^I have none," the engineer answered^ 
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carelessly. "I forgot to bring one with 
me. I come from Mr Ferguson. He is not 
satisfied with the electricity that has been 
suppUed to him lately. We have fomid 
several score of your accumulators not up 
to contract, and short in quantity. It is 
a serious matter for your firm here. Mr 
Ferguson has instructed me to complain 
about it to the foreman. I am to test sam- 
pies of what you are suppl}dng us with in 
his presence." 

The man objecting to the engineer's en- 
trance had been placed on guard with 
orders to refuse admittance to aU strangers. 
But Burton's ruse puzzled him, it was so 
very natural. It had such a ring of busi- 
ness. "I had better see the boss," he 
exclaimed, doubtfully, turning about, and 
passing through a side door. 

Burton followed unnoticed into a ware- 
house. With its sand floor and stacks of 
black accumulators, the engineer recognised 
it at once. It was here, upon the night 
of his return to London, that he had first 
seen the floor collapse. But everything 
seemed now repaired, and a wooden tally 
office erected over the spot where the acci- 
dent had taken place. 

Burton was allowed scant time to sur- 
vey the scene. " You wish to see me on 
Mr Ferguson's behalf?" said the foreman 
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hurriedly approaching. "Come into my 
office over the way, sir." 

Burton allowed himself to be led mi- 
Buspectingly away from the tally office which 
Bolerofi had built as a blind to the secret 
door and stairs that now led to the cavern 
below. They re-crossed the archway and 
entered a room upon the other side — an 
ordinary office. " Now, sir, your business ? " 
the foreman exclaimed, facing him with 
keen eyes. 

Once more Burton repeated his fiction. 
Mr Ferguson was very dissatisfied with the 
electricity which was being received. He 
had Mr Ferguson's instructions to take sam- 
ples at the depot, and test them upon the 
spot for quantity. He had the necessary 
galvanometers with him. 

" You bring writing with you to that 
effect?" the foreman suggested, sharply. 

Burton had been depending upon ms in- 
genious use of the financier's name to secure 
him entrance to the depot. It had not 
occurred to the engineer s mind that he 
might be called upon to produce a written 
authority. He foimd himself hesitating how 
to reply. At length he was obhged to 
confess: ''I do not. Mr Ferguson gave me 
his instructions verbally." 

" And I am to take your word for that ! " 
the foreman suggested^ adopting a sudden 
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tone of impertinence. He added, *'I ahall 
do nothing of the kind. Ton may or may 
not be the man you claim to be. Ton may 
or may not represent Mr Ferguson. Tou 
have forced your way in here to make a 
charge against our stock. With what ob- 
ject? I don't know. But I say this: 
Jou don't leave again till our manager, 
[onsieur Bolerofi, has seen you." 

Burton was not allowed time to reply. 
Wheeling suddenly about, the foreman quitted 
the o£Qice, locking the door behind him. 

The engineer foimd himself caught like 
a rat in a trap. A protracted, anxious 
imprisonment foUowed till the door again 
opened, and BolerofE appeared, carrying a 
revolver. 

Burton had been sitting at a table. He 
rose to his feet. Would BolerofE recognise 
him through the disguise? 

The anarchist advanced silently to him. 
He halted at arm's length. 

" You come from Mr Ferguson ? " Bole- 
rofE inquired, gazing piercingly at the en* 
gineer. 

*' I do," said Burton. '* I protest against 
your foreman's illegal detention of me." 

A long, slow, stretching smile passed over 
Boleroff s countenance. ** Remove that false 
beard ! " he said, simply. 

'^ So I " the anarchist ezclaimed» when his 
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order was obeyed and the pink and white 
boyish face of the engineer uncovered to his 
gaze. " And now the truth, or I'll shoot 
you. Why are you here ? " 

The engineer explained. 

"I shall kill you!" BolerofE observed, 
grimly, after a pause. 

The anarchisms revolver was terribly close 
and level with his forehead. A cold thrill 
passed up Burton's back and under his 
hair as he gazed into the barrels of shining 
steel. Was there nothing which could save 
him? 

" You won't do that ! " said the engineer^ 
with a sudden boldness bom of despera- 
tion ; adding, '^ I did not come here un- 
prepared. If I do not return to Queen's 
Walk by midnight, the police have instruc- 
tions to search these buildings." 

It was impossible to know whether Burton 
was threatening idly or not. Bolerofi lowered 
the revolver. 

"Why should we quarrel?" he asked, 
suddenly. "Sell me your megaphone, and 
let us each go our ways." 

" That you may propagate anarchism with 
it?" Burton suggested. 

" My object does not concern you. Why 
ask the question ? " 

" But I do ! " 

'^TeSy that I may propagate anarchism 
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with it," Bolero£E confessed, after a 
pause. 

" Never ! " said the engineer. " Never ! 
It shall preach against it. Our sermons 
shall thunder against your unholy organi- 
sation. We w2l convert your men, hide 
they and Uve they where they will." 

'^To the devil with your threats ! " Bole- 
roff replied. " Your megaphone works by 
electricity, and if I cannot kill you, I have 
killed your machine's motive power. With- 
out my help it must remain dumb, it must 
remain useless like Ferguson's companies. 
Now go ! Now leave ! if you so will.'* 

" Stand aside then ! " 

"I do. But you will return. You will 
beg to me yet." 

Never ! " the engineer replied. " Never 
while I have life." 

And that was how he escaped from the 
depot. 
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THE SIEGE 09 LONDOK 

The instrument refused to speak. 

"But what is to be done, Burton f 
the Rev. George Quest asked^ in dismay. 
"What shall I reply to the subscribers? 
They will say that I should have made 
sure of my ground before appealing to 
them. They mil hold me morally respon- 
sible for the failure. How shall I defend 
our action in having built the pulpit T " 

The two men were standing alone under 
the dome of the People's Pulpit. It was 
their private preliminary trial of the elec- 
tric megaphone. The clergyman's face had 
turned white with mental shock and dis- 
tress. 

"That is not the way to face the sitoa* 
tion," the electrical engineer replied, calmly. 
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'^Besides^ I Iiad anticipated it At the 
present moment there is work going on 
in the shop that will remedy the defect, or, 
I should say rather, the cause of the mega- 
phone's present failure. No, I suggest that 
you offer no explanations to the public, that 
you merely annoimce a postponement of 
our first sermon for two days, giving no 
reasons.'' 

" But still I don't understand I " the clergy- 
man said, more agitatedly. '^ Why does 
the thing not work ? How am I to feel 
sure that you will be able to put it right in 
a couple of days ? " 

A Utter of the tools and electric appli- 
ances that had been recently used in the 
installation of the megaphone was Ijdng 
upon a table near where the two men were 
standing. Burton turned to it. 

"Now, watch what I do," the engineer 
said, "and I'll answer your second ques- 
tion first. Here is an ordinary compass. 
Its needle points north and south. But 
I bring this magnet near it — so ! You 
see what happens. The needle of the com- 
pass is diverted. It sways. You follow 
me!«' 

"I do.'' 

**Gk)od!" the engineer replied. "Now 
a stage further. Here is a cylinder of iron, 
open at both ends. I place it over the 
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compass — so ! Once more I bring this magnet 
near the needle. But now the curved iron 
cylinder acts as a shield, cutting and inter- 
rupting the lines of magnetic force, and 
you observe, the needle remains steady! 
It refuses to be affected any longer by the 
magnet/* The engineer paused with an 
air of triumph. *^Tou understand!'' he 
exclaimed. 

"I don't," said the clergyman, frankly. 
^*I don't in the least see what your ex- 
periment has to do with the failure of our 
megaphone." He moved his shoulders im- 
patiently. 

Burton smiled. "Well, listen," he an- 
swered. " I have already told you that Bole- 
roff claims to be responsible for the great 
electric break-down under which London is 
suffering. The scoundrel may lie or he may 
speak truth. But whatever the disturbing 
cause, and however produced, I firmly be- 
lieve it to be magnetic, and of the nature of 
a severe subterranean storm. The mega- 
phone, like everything else worked by elec- 
tricity, has felt the influence, jmd is reduced 
to impotency. But the megaphone, unlike 
the cables and the electric railways, is small 
in bulk and can be guarded from the dis- 
turbance by being enveloped in an iron 
shield similar to that which I placed ov» 
the compass. No, I repeat once more, say 
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nothing, but quietly postpone the sennon, 
and two days later, the megaphone shall be 
ready to launch our word-bolts at anar- 
chism 1 " 

The clergyman looked long and deeply 
into Burton's honest eyes. "I leave it to 
you," he said, sighing, after a pause. *^I 
will only pray that things may come 
right/' 

The crowd is ever desirous of the new. 
But the invention of to-day, that which appears 
almost miraculous, becomes the common- 
place of to-morrow. Railways, bicycles, motor 
cars, iUuminants, have each and all been 
apotheosized till degraded under this law 
ot the instability of the human mind. It 
was so with the sermons which were pre- 
sently delivered from the People's Pulpit. 
Af first London was awed and amazed by 
the great voice. Its thimder was great as 
Heaven's. The millions recognised that man 
had accomplished yet another feat marvellous 
and superb in new power. 

But there arrived the inevitable reaction. 
London examined its latest possession for 
possibilities other than those to which it 
was quickly and more quickly accustom- 
ing itself. Why did the electric megaphone 
preach so much against anarchy and anar- 
chists, people began to ask, grumblingly. 
It was begging the question to say tibat 
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the Bermons were exceptionaUy good and 
powerfoL Anarchists were comparatively 
rare, non-existent ahnost as a clasis* If Mt 
Quest was not aiming at a mere notoriel^ 
by this cheap and dramatic choice of sub- 
ject, why did he not devote more attention 
to the other and more pressing social prob- 
lems? 

This carping, this dissatisfaction with the 
megaphone was already making its way into 
the correspondence columns of the London 
journals, when an extraordinary phenomenon 
suddenly happening at the heart of the 
great city gripped the attention of the 
public to the exclusion of everything else. 
The facts attending the inception of this 
phenomenon have since become history. 
The curious searcher may find their earliest 
record in the pohce boolffl of B Station, City 
Division. They occur in Police-Sergeant 
Thompson's signed affirmation. 

^' The sky overhead was dark. Bain was 
threatening to fall," swears this officer. ^* It 
was 7 p.m. St Paul's had just struck. I 
was passing on duty down Cannon Street^ 
when my attention was directed to a 
crowd gathering on the west side of the 
cathedral I reached them in maybe half 
a minute. 'Now then, wot's on 'ere?' 
I said. 

'* A boy (name John Smith, employed by 
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Slit & Sands, Oxford Street) spoke np at 
once — 

" * It's bin a 'ummin' like a 'ive ! ' he said 
pointing to the roof of the cathedral. 

** I looked up. I could just see the swell 
of the dome faint-like under the sky. I didn't 
hear nothing. 

" * Move on ! You're obstructing ! ' I said, 
sharp. 

** But the crowd wouldn't have it ! Some 
said they heard something. A man gave 
me a shove. I tried to take him. Others 
joined in. 'Fore I scarcelv knew where I 
was, the space seemed to fill up, and I blew 
my whistle. They had me down, and were 
a-kickin' of me when the inspector arrived, 
and I were tuk to the 'orspitaL That is all 
I know." 

What a baldness in this first account of 
an event which was to influence the vast 
city—" That is all I know." What a non- 
chalant comment upon the birth of a great 
calamity! Surely it is a strange, a very 
strange world ! 

By ten p.m. the same night the reports 
arriving at the B. Police Station were ve:y 
different, and the chief of the city poUce 
had been summoned to consider the situa- 
tion. What had happened in this interval 
To explain, it will be necessary to return to 
Bt Paul's, to take up the narrative again at 
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the point where Sergeant Thompson left 
it. 

The police, who arrived to the injured 
man's rescue, were unable to disperse the 
crowd. That which was happening was so 
extraordinary that the people were resolute 
to stay where they were. Their numbers 
increased hourly. It was soon evident to 
the authorities that they must confine their 
efforts to a passive watchfulness of the vast 
throng surrounding them. 

The crowd filling the space before the 
cathedral (it gradually extended entirely round 
the sacred edifice) was strangely silent. 
The voices whispered rather than spoke. 
It stood motionless, and close-packed save 
at its outskirts, where there was an un- 
easy, fretful movement of new-comers con- 
tinually edging in. Every head was thrown 
back. Every face was upturned towards 
the full, dark rotundity of the great dome. 
What was happening? The question was 
in every staring eye, and no man could agree 
with another in his reply. 

The resonance of the dome, first observed 
by Slit & Sands' errand boy, was increas- 
ing. It had been like the hum of an awaken- 
ing, monstrous bee-hive. It was becoming 
vocative of the myriad sounds of a great 
city. The clash of bells, the rumble of carts, 
voices, shrieks, laughter, sounds large, sounds 
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small, sounds almost indistinguishable, were 
all vibrating outwards from the dark rotun- 
dity poised above the crowd's heads. It was 
amazing. It was inexplicable. The crowd 
were awed as if they stood for the Great 
Judgment. 

The mysterious phenomenon spread with 
the passage of the hours. That which had 
been local became general, assuming the 
dimensions of a plague. There was not a 
quarter, a district, a street, ay! not even 
a house in London which was spared from 
the infliction. Everywhere sound seemed to 
well out, enlarge, and intensify, though pre- 
serving its proportions. The development 
of all minor noises was particularly astonish- 
ing. It became no longer an exaggeration 
to say that the fall of a pin could be heard. 
As the atmosphere grew more and more 
loaded with vibrations, scores of human 
brains proved unable to stand the strain 
and horror of this strange siege by sound. 
People went mad, most often during the 
nights, when many said that they could 
even hear the blood running in their 
veins. 

For this colossal misery, one man, and 
one man only was responsible. 

It was BolerofE*s reply to the thunderous 
sermons of the electric megaphone. Their 
efiect upon his men had alarmed the 
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anarchist. He feared their conversion. He 
was endeavouring to drown the great voice 
with surely the strangest storm which ever 
the earth had seen bom. 

It will be remembered how, in engineer- 
ing the " break-down " which was still para- 
lysing the electric industries of London, 
Boleroff had coiled a gigantic cable round the 
hill upon which St Paid's Cathedral is built, 
how he had subsequently passed an earth- 
current into this, transforming the cable 
into what was practically a huge magnet, 
capable of being magnetised and demagnetised 
at a moment's notice. 

Now there is an instrument termed the 
microphone, consisting in its simplest form 
of a bar of carbon laid loosely upon two 
others. An electric current passed through 
these carbons, and then into a telephone, 
has the power of intensifjdng and rendering 
audible the most delicate sounds. As an 
example, the footsteps of a fly may be 
heard when it crawls over a table where a 
microphone is laid. This instrument and its 
powers were known to the anarchist. Bole- 
Toft was also aware that under the magnetic 
influence of the cable passed round the 
base of the cathedral, the latter, with its 
various substances of clay, stone, timber, and 
lead, must respond as a diamagnetic. In 
other words, he had in the cathedral the 
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qualifications essential to tnrning it into a 
monstrous telephone. There wanted but a 
light diaphragm (which in this case must 
be diamagnetic also), and his machinery for 
instituting a storm of sound would be com- 
pleted by the installation of an enormous 
microphone in the cavern below. But this 
diaphragm, this responsive sound aboard to 
his monstrous telephone — how was he to 
obtain it from a rigid roof 7 

The problem appeared insoluble to the 
anarchist till he discovered that the roof 
of the cathedral was doubUj with an air 
space l}ring between its false and its real 
roof. The issue was now narrowed down to 
the question whether this air space was at 
a sufficiently high temperature to respond 
as a diamagnetic substance to the diamagnetic 
mass of the cathedral when under the in- 
fluence of the "live** cable. It proved 
that it was. Work was at once begun^ and 
the huge microphone and telephone, pre- 
sently working in sympathy with the earth 
current passing through them, reproduced 
and energised the sounds of London with 
results abeady known to the reader. 

A period ensued, during which Boleroff 
fancied himself triumphant. The great voice 
of the megaphone seemed to have been over- 
whelmed and lost in the storm of sound 
holding possession of London. 
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Such was the situation when one evening, 
towards eight o'clock. Burton received a 
visit from the anarchist. 

Recovering from his first surprise, the 
engineer faced him very stiffly. His manner 
showed that he had not forgotten the 
past. 

"You don't ask me to be seated! You 
neither wished nor expected to see me!" 
Boleroff remarked, with effrontery, his voice 
booming almost unbearably amidst the de- 
velopment of sound surrounding them. 

"The position could not be explained 
better," Burton repUed, with a steel-like 
flash of his eyes. 

Boleroff laughed lightly. "Nevertheless I 
am here," he said. "Why? Is it that I 
have forgiven your brutal attack upon me ? 
Have I forgotten your recent sermons against 
anarchy? Is it that I again wish to offer 
you twenty thousand pounds for your mega- 
phone?" The anarchist paused, a malevo- 
lent sneer passing over his features. "No, 
Mr Burton," he added, "times have changed 
since we last met. Then you laid your hands 
upon me. Now it is my turn. I have you 
at my mercy." 

"I hate mysteries!" the en^neer re- 
marked, contemptuously. "Say what you 
have to say civiUy and go, or Til kick you 
out as I did before." 
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Bolerofi drew back with a sudden move- 
ment. His eyes flashed. 

"I have ruined you," he stated. **It 
is I who am responsible for the storm 
of sound which is preventing your 
sermons." 

"First the electric break-down, and now 
this. Bosh ! " the engineer repUed, contemp- 
tuously. 

"I speak the truth," Bolerofi said, 
simply, 

" You say that you speak the truth ! " 
the engineer suggested with an emphasis. 

"We gain nothing by insulting one an- 
other," Boleroff replied. "I repeat, I 
have ruined you. I have rendered your 
megaphone useless, as I said I would. 
How? That is my secret. I refuse to 
say." 

"And your object in coming to tell me 
all this 7 " Burton inquired, in a still incredu- 
lous tone. 

"Is this — " said the anarchist triumph- 
antly, "to buy your invention at a low 
price, something very much under the 
twenty thousand pounds I originally offered 
you." 

Burton's face fell. "You take advan- 
tage of my necessity," he suggested, mildly. 

"I have you at my mercy. I intend to 
do so," said the anarchist. 
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There was a pause. The ticking pendulum 
of a clock seemed to move and somid with 
tons' weight* 

"Thanks, but not to-day," the engineer 
exclaimed, suddenly. He raised his voice. 
" So you thought our sermons had ceased 
because of this plaguey row going on every- 
where, that our voice was failing to carry 
through it. It seemed a good opportunity 
to be down on us, and buy up cheap. Well, 

J'ou are out again, my precious scoundreL 
t has been but a temporary break-down 
with the megaphone. I shall have it re* 
paired in a couple more days, and our ser- 
mons shall thunder through this row like 
so much smoke. But I have given you your 

answer ! Get out, or " 

The engineer paused, kicking suggestively 
with his foot towards the door; and BoleroS 
went like a whipped hound. 

There has seldom occurred a pestilence or 
a famine, a great comet or a blood-rain, but 
that the superstitious crowd endeavours to 
find its explanation in a supernatural cause. 
London proved no exception to this rule as 
the siege by sound continued, causing greater 
and greater distress and terror. The wildest 
theories, chiefly of a mystical nature, were 
disseminated and found followers. Govern- 
ment began to grow anxious. The suffer- 
ing people were developing an excitability 
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dangerous to all law and order. The most 
unreasonable "sound riots'* were becoming 
a matter of nightly occurrence (see Howard's 
Short History of the Twentieth Ceniury, 

pp. 42-soy 

But this Governmental embarrassment was 
Boleroffs opportunity. The megaphone, 
whose sermons had been resumed, and were 
now penetrating the sound -storm like a 
magnificent vocal searchlight, threatened 
the anarchist with the conversion of his 
followers. He resolved to save himself by 
directing the fury of the people against the 
People's Pulpit. 

There exists, or there did exist at this 
period, in the vicinity of the Whipper's Lane 
depot, a low tavern called the "Jug and 
Bottle." Evil-smelling and dirty, the re- 
sort of law-breakers and often crowded, 
it was suitable to the purpose of the 
anarchist. He entered it one evening, 
accompanied by some members of his 
organisation. 

Their appearance called for no particular 
remark either on the part of the landlord 
or the customers. Perhaps a score of times 
a week similar parties of foreigners came up 
from the adjacent docks. It was a mere 

auestion of serving the new-comers, of seeing 
tiem drink. That was all. 
Time passed. From conversing amongst 
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themselves, the foreigners began to con- 
verse with the other customers. Presently 
one of the former volunteered a song, his 
voice rising in a strange thunderous har- 
mony above the sound storm then raging 
in the inn as everywhere. The effort to 
amuse was greeted with a general applause, 
and Boleroff suddenly accepted responsi- 
bility for " free drinks till further orders." 
A voice at once defined the situation. " We 
are going to have an evening's jollifi- 
cation." 

Boleroff did not negative the suggestion. 
A jollification ! A free jollification at the 
" Jug and Bottle ! " The news passed out- 
side. More people crowded in. The land- 
lord found himself scarcely able to serve 
fast enough. But the foreigner might re- 
pent of his generosity. Gin and beer were 
drunk mixed in order that a precarious op- 
portunity of getting drunk might not be 
lost. 

Boleroff was employing the cunning methods 
of the Parisian agitator : the gradual gather- 
ing and working up of the crowd by free 
dnnk, till it has become excited and ready 
for anjrthing ; afterwards, the equally gradual 
introduction of the topic to their minds; 
finally, the direct suggestion to action — the 
lead. 

It would have puzzled the crowd in the 
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"Jug and Bottle" to say who started the 
idea that, even as the one thing was as rare 
and extraordinary as the other, so those 
who were secretly responsible for the sound- 
storm torturing everybody could only be 
those who were preaching by the great voice 
of the megaphone. But there it was before 
them, growing and growing with the strength 
of a score of tongues, till suddenly — 

" Who is for the People's Pulpit ? '' Bole- 
roff cried. "Who'll help bum it down?" 

" I am with you ! " replied a voice. " And 

I! And I '' The tavern filled with 

shouts. 

Quick as it takes to tell the crowd turned 
into a moby pouring angrily out into the street. 

" To the People's Pulpit ! " BolerofE yelled, 
leading them forwards. 

"To the People's Pulpit! Hooray!" 
the mob answered, their savage roar whirl- 
ing like an eddy up and up into the sound- 
stomu 
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CHAPTER XVn 



THE ATTACK AND DEFENCB OF THE 
people's PULPIT 



The sudden crash of glass was startling. 
Both men heard it. 

" What was that ? *' Burton asked. 

** It sounded Uke something falling upon 
my greenhouse," the vicar of St Badigan's 
replied. He rose quickly to his feet, and, 
unfastening the door of a French window, 
looked without. 

Burton followed to his side. 

The night was somewhat dark. It was 
difficult to see more than the heavy masses 
of the walls enframing the narrow vicarage 
garden, and at the end of the latter a 
ooming of something white — the green- 
'. louse. 

"It must have been someone dimbing 
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over the wall from the mews behind," the 
vicar said after a pause. He stepped through 
the open window into the garden, followed 
by the engineer. 

A short walk took the two men to the end 
of the narrow, yard-hke garden. They ar- 
rived in the nick of time. The dark figure 
of a man was just lowering itself from 
the angle of a high wall near the green- 
house. 

" What is the meaning of this ? " said 
Guest, addressing him sharply. 

The reply was hurried, delivered gasp- 
ingly. " I — ^I want to see the vicar." 

" I am the vicar," said Guest, endeavour- 
ing to see the man's face. 

There was a pause. 

** There is someone with you," the stranger 
objected, suspiciously. 

Yes, Mr Burton," Guest replied. 

" Of the People's Pulpit ? " 

« Yes." 

" Right ! " said the stranger. " I was 
wanting to see him as well as you. But our 
voices sound. I may have been followed. 
Quick ! take me into your house." 

" But " the vicar began to object. 

** Quick ! It is a matter of life and death ! " 
the stranger interrupted, urgently. '^I will 
explain inside." 

The incident seemed very extraordinary 
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to the vicar, but he turned to lead the 
way. The stranger followed him. Burton 
brought up the rear so that he should have 
no opportunity of escaping. 

" You fell into the greenhouse ! '* the 
engineer suggested. 

"No, it was a brick which gave 
way.'* 

Nothing else was said until the three men 
passed into the vicarage study. The Ught 
now disclosed to view a coarsely-built man 
with a face of foreign type. His manner 
was very agitated. 

"I recognise you," said the engineer, sharply. 
" You are employed at the accumulator 
depot in Whipper's Lane." 

The man replied at once, without hesita- 
tion. " I am," he admitted. " My name is 
SkobeloS. I am an anarchist. I am here at 
the risk of my life. I came over the wall by 
the back, for fear that I should be seen." 

Skobeloff's visit was soon hurriedly ex- 
plained. The man had been converted from 
anarchy by the most recent of the mega- 
phone's soul-stirring sermons. He was now 
repentant of past errors and anxious to help 
his new faith. He had come to say that 
Boleroff was leading a mob to bum down 
the People's Pulpit, intending to steal the 
megaphone itself during the confusion of the 
riot. The mob was even then on its way. 
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Was he to be believed ? Certainly. Let 
the gentlemen listen. Let them look at his 
face. He could explain much that must 
have puzzled them. But it must be quick, 
quick, or it would be too late to save their 
megaphone. 

An account of the cavern and its machin- 
ery was soon placed before Burton and the 
vicar. It was extraordinary, but not ab- 
solutely impossible. And there were other 
facts within the engineer's knowledge to 
support the testimony. He decided to act 
at once. 

"I believe the man. Guest," he said. 
** There is not a second to lose. We must 
make for the People's Pulpit at once. We 
must get out the megaphone before the 
mob arrives." The engineer began to search 
hurriedly for his hat. 

"We had better warn the police first," 
the vicar suggested. 

" Afterwards, afterwards ! " Burton ex- 
claimed. "While we are laying the infor- 
mation, and they are getting their men 
together, we shall only be losing precious 
time. No, there is not a second to spare if 
we are not to be too late. Quick ! get your 
hat. Come on." 

The crisis was so sudden, there seemed 
scarcely time to think. The vicar allowed 
himself to be persuaded 
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Stamp and Ryan Streets were traversed 
by the three men as rapidly as the traffic 
would allow. They entered Pondicherry 
Avenue, to approach the spot where, fork* 
ing into two under the illumination of a 
large Welsbach standard, it passed as Silver 
and South Streets to the left and right of 
the triangular plot of nound upon which 
the circular hall of the reople's rulpit was 
erected. A hundred yards more had to be 
covered before they could reach the main 
entrance to the hall. Suddenly Burton saw 
that they were too late. BolerofiPs mob 
was pouring down South Street. Its savage 
yells reached the three men as they halted. 

"What is to be done now?*' said the 
clergyman. "If we go on, we shall run 
straight into their arms." 

"We must take Goldington Alley from 
here into Silver Street and get round to the 
halPs side door," the engineer suggested. 
"If we hurry up, we may get in and bring 
out the megaphone before they break open 
the main entrance. Here ! quick, to the left. 
Follow me, and run for all you are worth." 

The alley into which the men turned was 
narrow and paved with great flagstones. They 
ran swiftly by some small, iU-Ut shops. A 
darkness of private houses next appeared, 
and then more small shops. Suddeidy some 
children showed themselves sprawlinig over 
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the nairow way at a game of marbles. The 
engineer jumped them; over and over fol- 
lowed the clergyman and Skobeloff. The 
opening of the alley into Silver Street was 
reached in something under two minutes. 
The engineer now paused. 

A glance to the right showed fifty yards 
away the black figures of the mob agitat- 
ing angrily under the Welsbach standard 
before the hall. They were shouting savagely : 
" Open I Open I Come out ! " 

"They'll see us as we cross," said the 
clergyman, nervously. ** They'll kill us." 

It seemed likely. Burton hesitated. 
Suddenly the red flare of a torch shot up 
above the crowd's raised fists. That drove 
him forwards. 

" Come on ! We must risk it ! " said 
the engineer, and he dashed forth from 
the shelter of the alley. The others 
followed. 

There were a few seconds of horrible ex- 
pectancy when it seemed that a wild yell 
of discovery must burst upon their ears, 
when the three men were prepared to hear 
the savage rush of the crowd bearing down 
upon them. Then the danger was temporarily 
passed. The curved wall of the hall hid 
them from the mob's view. " Quick ! " the 
engineer gasped, fitting a key into a small 
door, and flinging it open. 
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The clergyman and Skobelofi required no 
pressing. They rushed in. Burton followed, 
and locked the door. 

The circumference of the hall, where the 
three men now found themselves, was in 
inky shadow. To right and left a broad ring 
of blackness stretched round the sheaf of 
grey gloom which was descending from the 
outer night through the circular opening in 
the roof. The noise of the mob penetrated 
hollowly where they stood. It was impossible 
to see each other. 

" We must light the gas to find our way to 
the stairs. Have you any matehes, Guest ? " 
the engineer asked. He added, without 
waiting for a reply, "By Heavens! they 
have begun." 

A sudden noise had just then boomed 
like thunder into the empty hall. It was 
followed by a rattling of bolts and lock. The 
mob were endeavouring to break in the main 
door. They gave a yell. 

" Where are you ? " said the engineer. 

" Here ! " the clergjonan replied, feeling 
for him amidst the darkness, and presently 
passing a matchbox into his hand. 

Burton struck a match. It Ut him a few 
paces forward under the great dome. He 
struck another, approaching nearer to a 
glittering brass gas standard. He struck 
a third, and reached up to the tap. F*fu£E t 
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in a moment the gas jet flared boldly 
up. 

The illumination showed a black oaken 
pulpit, standing near to one side of the hall. 
From behind it a spiral staircase, supported 
by blue iron brackets, wound round and 
round the dome to the central aperture 
overhead, where the megaphone was sus- 
pended from a mast nsing above cross 
stays. 

It was the work of a second for the engineer 
to recognise his position in the hall. His 
glance turned anxiously towards a heavy 
door. It was shaking to the blows which 
were being delivered upon it outside. He 
could see its brass handle jerking and shimmer- 
ing in the gasUght. How long would it resist 
the mob ? 

There was a crash, followed by another 
violent rattling of the bolts. The mob yelled 
with a savage delight ! 

"They are battering against it with a 
beam ! " the engineer remarked. " Come 
on, Guest. You shall go up for the mega- 
phone, while I and SkobelofE guard the 
stairs. If they do break in we'll sell our 
lives dearly. We'll hold them ofE you as 
long as we can." 

But the clergyman objected. " No, why 
should you take the most dangerous post 7 " 
he said. 
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Both men were brave and nnselfislu An 
argument followed. Suddenly there was 
another crash, this time from behind 
them. 

" Too late ! " the engineer exclaimed. " It 
does not matter either way now. They have 
found out the other door. They have cut 
ofi our retreat. Stay ! we still have a chance. 
Guest, go up the stairs. Quick, quick, I 
insist upon it. Call for help with the 
megaphone while we hold them at bay 
below." 

There was a crash from in front. The 
main door bulged inwards with a white 
splinter. The three men ran past it. There 
was a yell as eyes peered in and saw them. 
They arrived at the spiral stairs. " Up, up 
with you, man ! " Burton said, strenuously, 
to the clergyman. 

As Guest's feet began to trample upwards 
round and round the iron grating of the stairs, 
the engineer seized a chair, raismg it on high. 
" Now for them 1 " he said to SkobelofE, who 
arming similanly, placed himself by the 
engineer's side at the foot of the staircase. 
They had not long to wait. 

" One, two, three and all together ! '* said 
a voice, authoritatively, outside. 

The order was followed by another crash 
against the main door. A panel, already 
splintered, ripped more widely open. The 
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square end of a long heavy joist of deal 
lunged through into the hall. It was with- 
drawn with a masterful jerk, and the blow 
repeated. A ragged, starred orifice, the 
size of a man's head, was the result. Crash ! 
crash ! this was battered larger and larger. 
'* Hold hard ! it is big enough. I can get 
in," said a voice. 

There was a pause outside. The shouts 
of the mob sank to mutters. Suddenly a 
man's arm came through the opening, then 
his shoulder, afterwards his face. "I see 
them ! " he shouted, speaking as if they were 
rats. 

The words maddened Burton. Dropping 
the chair for a moment, the engineer 
plunged his hand into his pocket, and 
drew out a wooden tobacco pipe. 
" Take that, jrou scoundrel ! " he 
shouted, hurling it with all his force at 
the intruder. 

The strange, hastily improvised weapon 
struck the man full in the eyes. He 
gave a cry of pain, and withdrew, 
blindly, struggling through the ragged 
rent. 

" The hole would have been too small 
for him to enter," Skobeloff remarked. " Let 
us move forwards and prevent them getting 
in," he suggested. 

"No, they will break the door down,'* 
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the engineer repliecL "We must keep the 
stairs close behind us." 

It was wise advice. The words had 
scarcely left Burton's mouth when the mob 
again began to batter the door with the 
heavy joist. Presently an upper hinge gave 
way. Next the screws of the lock 
loosened, some of them clinking out upon 
the floor. And then, as it seemed all in a 
moment, the door fell flat inwards. The 
mob and the two men were uncovered to one 
another. 

" I'll brain the first man who comes near 
me ! " the engineer shouted. He poised 
the chair threateningly over his shoulder. 

His voice was lost amidst a yell from the 
mob. They made a rush forwards, sweeping 
towards him in a savage torrent of red and 
white faces. 

Down came Burton's chair, splintering 
out of frame and form upon the first man's 
head. He fell like an ox under a pole-axe. 
Men tumbled over him. The engineer felt 
himself clutched. He resisted with fists, feet 
— ^anyhow. Suddenly he was beaten upon 
his knees. A hairy hand was gripping 
suffocatingly into the collar at his neck. 
Crash ! down came Skobeloff's chair, freeing 
him. F-wit ! it whistled round, clearing 
a circle. Before the mob had recovered 
from their surprise, the two men had dashed 
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back three steps up the winding stairs, and 
were again turning to face them from the 
superior height. 

There was a pause. Men continued to 
surge clamourously over the wrecked door 
into the hall. Suddenly the attack was 
renewed. A man, with blood trickling down 
his face, rushed savagely for the stairs. 
His fury trailed some of the mob after him. 
They came on with a howl, sharp and snap- 
ping as a wolfs. 

The staircase was narrow. But though 
the fight was now on a front of two to two, 
the issue could not long be doubtful. Burton 
and SkobelofE were driven slowly up and 
up. 

" Throw them over ! Over with them ! '* 
some of the mob shouted from the 
floor of the hall dizzily below, while 
others with wild laughter pressed into 
and up the narrow staircase so as to 
force those at the top more desperately 
upon the struggling fugitives. The scene 
was terrible. 

Suddenly there was a sharp report, like 
the fracture of a stout stick. Something 
seemed to tear round the dome like paper. 
With a many- voiced shriek of horror and 
dismay the mob saw what was happen- 
ing. A blue iron bracket had snapped. The 
spiral staircase was giving way under the 
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weight of the crowd packed upon it. The 
lower half, burdened with its black, living 
weight, was peeling away from the dome. 
It was falling with shrieks, oaths, and 
prayers. It was coming down upon the 
throng like the coils of a monstrous 
serpent. 

The fracture of the stairs had taken place 
immediately below where Burton and Skobe- 
lofi were standing. The faces of the men 
who were attaclong them seemed suddenly 
to sink back. The chasm opened so swiftly 
that they looked straight down upon the 
falling mass. 

The crash, intermixed with a sickening 
thud, was tremendous and awful. Agon- 
ising shrieks and groans followed, with a 
glimpse of the heaped ruin, of human 
figures writhing and squirming amon^ it 
like worms suddenly uncovered to hght. 
Afterwards a cloud of dust, rising thickly 
like steam, concealed everything from 
view. 

An hour later the three men were rescued 
from their precarious position by means 
of a fire-escape. The mob had fled panic- 
stricken. The police, summoned by the mega- 
phone, were busily extricating the dead and 
wounded from the ruin lying upon the floor 
of the hall. 

'^For this man there was no law/' 
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said Burton, pauaing by one of the 
row of bodies laid upon their backs. 
*'He appealed to the mob, and the 
mob has killed him." The engineer 
placed a handkerchief over the dead man's 
lace. 
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CONCLUSION 

Thb sonnd-storm was stdll raging tinchecked. 
It was of the first importance thkt the life of 
the great city should be freed from its dis- 
organising and ruinous influence. Quitting 
the People's Pulpit, a strong force of police, 
accompanied by the electrical engineer and 
the converted anarchist Skobelofi, was soon 
on its way to the accumulator depot in 
Whipper's Lane. They advanced swiftly. 
Suddenly the tramp of this body of men, 
which under microphonic exaggeration had 
been beating like thunder upon the street 
cobbles, decUned tone by tone with extra- 
ordinary rapidity. It was evident that for 
some unknown reason the sound-storm was 
ceasing. Voice, footfall, noises of every de- 
scription were emerging from it at their 
natural value. Throughout the great metro- 
polis the change of this cabn was prodigious. 
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Men seemed relieved of enormous oppres- 
sion. It was good to laugh* 

Skobelofi had described the cavern under 
the cathedral, and the extraordinary instal- 
lation set up there by the anarchists under 
the direction of their dead chief. The police 
were anticipating a series of desperate armed 
conflicts as soon as they should enter the 
accumulator store. They approached it cau- 
tiously, drawing their weapons. The door 
stood wide open. With Burton and SkobelofE 
in their midst, they rushed inside. Their 
hurried glances fell upon no one. The occu- 
pants were absent or below. 

Leaving a guard behind them in the ware- 
house, the poUce now descended the stairs 
leading to the cavern, and, guided by Skobe- 
loff, passed through the weird clay under- 
world to the central pillar. StiU no arrests 
were effected either there or in the vicinity. 
It appeared probable that the anarchists had 
taken alarm when the megaphone summoned 
help to the People's Pulpit. Certainly 
they had fled ; and upon their abandonment 
of the machinery, the sound-storm distracting 
London had ceased. 

The subsequent history of what later 
came to be popularly called " the anarchists' 
cavern" may be told in a few words. For 
some time after the flight of Boleroff's men, 
it continued to be held in police charge, its 



Digitized by 



Googk 



308 THE ELECTRIC THEFT 

cable and machinery disconnected from tlie 
earth current, and all access strictly for- 
bidden to the general public. Then there 
arose the question of ownership, and taking 
into consideration the electric current which 
the public now knew to flow there — ^very 
valucMe ownership. Tbe cathedral authori- 
ties, and other owners of property under 
which the cavern extended, advanced claims. 
It was to be treated as a mine, they 
argued. Its electric current should be tapped 
by a company for commercial purposes, 
and again, like a mine, they woidd draw 
royalty. These claims came into court. A 
decision followed, and the police gave up 
possession. Then came the unexpected. 
The electric current suddenly ceased 
to flow, no man could say why. And 
eventuaUy BolerofTs cavern became a city 
"sight" open to any and every sightseer 
prepared to pay sixpence. 

It has been shown how the flight of 
the anarchists from the cavern led to the 
sudden cessation of the sound-storm. This 
desertion of BolerofiTs machinery had yet 
another immediate, merciful, and far-reach- 
ing efiect. With the great central magnet 
no longer active under the cathedral, the 
disturbances which had so ingeniously and 
devilishly influenced the electric world ceased. 
The telegraphs, telephones, and dectiio 
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power stations recovered their capacity for 
work. What had been happening, what did 
it all mean, were they safe from further 
trouble ? Londoners asked. Now the mega- 
phone replied with the extraordinary his- 
tory of Boleroffs life and death. It told 
how the anarchistic organisation was routed 
and broken up for ever. It appealed vigor- 
ously to the Press to help in the speedy re- 
establishment of order and confidence. The 
public listened, read, grew calmer. Sound-riots 
ceased. Presently the great city was again 
resuming its ordinary life. It was at this 
point that Ferguson, better known in 
electric and financial circles as *^ Electric 
Ferguson," saw himself saved. By one 

Ehenomenal bound his shares recovered 
rom unsaleable "rubbish" to figures some- 
what better than the quotations at which 
they had stood before the crisis. He was 
again rich. 

There are men whom success cannot spoil 
Recent events had made Reginald Burton, 
the electrical engineer, the most famous 
man in the metropolis. The inventor of 
the great and marvellous megaphone, the 
clever and successful defender of the city 
— ay ! of the human race — ^from the forces 
of anarchy, he remained the same in heart. 
Still for him there was nothing more beauti- 
ful and attractive in the world than the 
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love of Blanche Ferguson; still his single 
desire was to share cdl with her. 

'* If I did not come to you before, Blanche, 
it was because I could not^^' he said, sud- 
denly, breathlessly. "You have no idea 
how much there has been to be done. I 
have had to be here, there, and everywhere. 
The police never seemed to have finished with 
me. Then reporters, electricians, financiers, 
all sorts of people wanted me, would see 
me. I couldn't. Really! I couldn't come 
before.** 

A faint smile flitted over Blanche's lips. 
" It wasn't that,'' she said, duUy. " I could 
not expect you to come with so much to 
do. I knew that such a famous " 

But, divining her mood, Burton interrupted 
her tempestuously. 

^* Thefe'' he said, taking her into his anns, 
and pressing passionate kisses upon her lips. 
"What fame is mine is yours." And he 
kissed her again and again. "Tes, my 
darling," the engineer added, "my love is 
my love, and nothing could or ever will 
change it." 

"Nor mine!" Blanche whispered. 

"Electric Ferguson" had been taught 
much by the strain and trouble through 
which he had passed. Life now shone to him 
in a new and nobler light. He understood 
better. 
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•*Tou still wish to marry my daughter, 
then?" he said, his Ups quivering with 
feeling. 

** I do,'* the engineer replied, simply. ** I 
ask for your consent/' 

"I broke my word to you before," Fer- 
guson said, witii a new strange note of hu- 
mility in his voice. "Will you, can you 
trust me, Reginald, if I now say yes." 

The engineer held out his hand. " Blanche 
will tell you," he answered, with a bright 
smile. 

Guest married them. And then did the 
megaphone preach to the vast dty on the 
preat and exceeding value of Love, how it 
IS more lasting than gold, how it is to be 
prized above i^ things. 
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INDIAN STORT AND SONG 
FROM NORTH AMERICA 

By Alice C. Flbtchbr 

H^Ukr ^ikt Tham FeUeuuki^^ Putia4y Musemm, harvard Unkters^, 

Containing thirty songs harmonized from the native melo- 
dies, with the stones of their origin. Tki WdskingtaH Star 
•ays : ** Here is a yirtoally new vein opened. Certain musical 
eiikibitions by Omaha Indians at the trans-Mississippi Exposi- 
tion inspired Miss Fletcher to pursue the subject; and the 
result Is a book which is certain to open many minds, be- 
clouded by much prejudice and ignorance, to the beauties of 
the aboriginal nature. The volume presents the music and 
native words of a number of Indian songs, from a variety of 
tribes, together with translations of the stories thus told in 
rhythm and melody. The principles underlying Indian music, 
as far as they have been deduced, are also given, with general 
observations on this hitherto neglected subject" 
i2mo, cloth, decorative, I1.25. 



THE MIDDLE FIVE 

INDIAN BOYS AT SCHOOL 

By Francis La Flbschs 

With a frontispiece in color by Angel de Cora. 

This fascinating book, Which has been aptly called *<An 

Indian Tom Brown at Rugby," is not only one of the best 

boys* books ever published, wax has also an importance quite 

beyond Its fiction value. The author and the illustrator are 

both American Indians, and the former, in this description of 

the education of little Indians into civilized life, has drawn 

largely from his own early experience, giving to the book a 

genuineness wliich should render it indispensable to those 

who would rightly understand the Indian and his capabilities. 

i6mo, cloth, decorative, $1.25. 

SMALL, MAYNARD ft COMPANY 
Publishers, Boston 
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Bt Holman F. Da?^ 

UP IN MAINE. Stories of Yankee Life told in Verse. 
Few books of yerse have won popular favor so qnickly 
as this volume, which is already in its twelfth thousand. 
It is a rare combination of wit, hnmor, sense, and homely 
pathos. 

"RmiSuE dM book, ane teals h UmiA ht bad Maine la th« phMo- 
graph."— n^ Ntw Yprk Sum, 

" JiBM RuanU Low«U would have wdaomd this ddidsai adioncl 
to 'The BIslow Papera.' "— TiU (hiiU^k. 

" So f rah, so vlgonas, and ao fall of manly faaliag that tfaajr i w aap wmtj 
an criddaia?'- 7%$ NaUrn. 

ismo, cloth, decorative, six illnatrations, $ijoo. 

PINE TREE BALLADS. Rhymed Stories of Un- 
planed Human Natur* up in Maine. 
Of Mr. Day's second book, already in its fifth thousand, the 
Chicago Rtcord-Herald says: — 

<* It la impoasibla to think of any pcraoo or daaa of people in Amaifea 
that these epical lyiic% these iattghter4elching, tear-prorokint ballada will 
ftfl to please." 

lamo, cloth, decorative, gilt top, illustrated. 
Net |i.oo, by post |i.xa 

KIN O' KTAADN. Verse Stories of the Plain Polk who 
are Keeping Bright the Old Home Fires up in Maine. 
Although called ** Verse Stories,** Mr. Day's new volume is 
not merely a book of poetry. The half-hundred new poems, 
grouped m appropriate sections, are woven together into a 
consistent and harmonious unity by a thread of prose comment 
and chat, thus giving such a picture of the lights and shadows 
of homely Yankee iSe as has never before been printed. The 
book is unique in its conception and shows evidence of marked 
growth in the power of its author, which places him high up 
among the best writers of New England. 

X2mo, cloth, decorative, with frontispiece portrait, and 

with six illustrative decoratk>ns by Amy Rand. 

Net I1.00, by post |i.io. 

HOTB,^ TJk0 iO^m iktM vohumu can U m^^Htd im mdfgrm Hndmg, 

Soxwdimsttt. Prie$iw uit mt $Sjoo, hP^ $S-V- 
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Publishers, Boston 
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BOOKS FOR CHII^DREN 

THE ARABELLA AND ARAMINTA STORIES 

By Gbrt&udb Smith 

With an Introdiiction in yene by Maiy E. Willdns 
and illnstnitions by Ethel Reed 

**A hook which T should think might 6i mort surpassingly hved 
by tht littU ones than any book thai was fosr written for them^ 

— W. D. HOWBLLS. 

Square 8vo, doth, decoraftiye, net |i.oo. Paper boards, with- 
out illustzadona, net 80 cents, postage xo cents additional 



WANDBRPOLK IN WONDERLAND 
By Editb Gubkribr 

A channing collection of original Animal Fable Stories for 
children. Uniform in size and type with the Arabblla and 
Araminta Stories, and promising to become as popular as 
that children's classic. Illustrated with many drawings by 
Edith Brown. 

Square 8yo, doth, decorative, net I1.20, by post f 1.30 

THE ROUND RABBIT and Other Child Verse 

By Agnbs Lbb 

A new Holiday Edition of Mrs. Lee's ddightf ul verKS, greatly 
enlarged, both hi formal and by the addition of many new 
poems. 

Square i2mo, doth, decorative, illustrated, %\joo 



IN CHILDHOOD'S COUNTRY 

By LouisB Crandlbr Moulton 

With nine full-page illustrations by Ethel Reed. Uniform in 

size and style with Arabbua and Araminta. Square 8vo, 

cloth, decorative, net $1.00, by post |i.io. 
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WITH -WALT "WHITMAN 
IN CAMDEN 

A DUiy Record of Convenationt kept laj 

HORACB TRAUBBL 

With many important letters, docnments, and other mann- 
script. Copioiisly illustrated with portraits and facsimiles. 

The publication of the initial Yolume of this diarr is one of 
the most important events in the literary history of America, 
and one which should attract wide-spread interest among all 
classes of readers. For nineteen years Mr. Traubel was most 
intimately associated with Walt Whitman in Camden. During 
the greater part of this period he saw the poet daily. In 1887 
he began to record, consecutively and faithfully, the conversa- 
tions and events of each meeting, whether important or seem- 
ingly trivial; and this record was continued until the poet's 
death in 1892. 

In preparing the diary for publication Ifr. Traubel has made 
DO attempt to dress up Whitman in any way. Everything is 
informally presented, just as it occurred, and the result Is a 
picture of the daily life and thoueht of Whitman during his 
last years, when his judgments and his personality were finally 
matured, such as we have of no other great author, possiblv 
excepting Dr. Johnson. Moreover, the work contains a wealth 
of letters and other documents by Whitman and by very manv 
of the greatest of his contemporaries, including Emerson, AI- 
cott, Lowell, Whittier, Taylor, Lanier, Stedman, Burroughs, 
Tennyson, Svmonds, Gosse, Carpenter, Dowden, etc. 

All of the letters (many of which are now first published), 
fall naturally into place in the <iUary, having been dUcussed by 
Whitman; and therefore the conversations give his estimates 
and opinions of contemporary men and events. 

It is expected that the work in its entirety will extend to 
several volumes, which will appear consecutively, as Mr. Traubel 
is able to prepare the matter for the printer. Each volume, 
however, will be complete in itself, covering consecutive con- 
versadons for a specified portion of the time. 
8vo, cloth, copiously illustrated, . Net, $3X>o; by post, I3.20 

SMALL, MAYNARD ft COMPANY 
Publlshert, Boston 
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The following volnmet are bsaed :-* 

Loais Agttseis, by Alice Bache Gould. 
John James Audubon, by John Burroughs. 
Edwin Booth, by Charles Townsend Copeland. 
PhilUpa Brooks, by hL A. De Wolfe Howe. 
John Brown, by Joseph Edgar Chamberlin. 
Aaron Burr, by Henry Childs Merwin. 
James Fenimore Cooper, by W. B. Shubrick Clymtb 
Stephen Decatur, by Cyrus Townsend Brady. 
Frederick Douglass, by Charles W. Chesnutt. 
Ralph Waldo Emerson, by Frank B. Sanborn. 
David Q. Parragut, by James Barnes. 
Ulysses S. Grant, by Owen Wister. 
Alexander Hamilton, by James Schouler. 
Nathaniel Hawthorne, by Mrs. James T. Fields. 
Father Hecker, by Henry D. Sedgwick, Jr. 
Sam Houston, by Sarah Barnwell Elliott 
** Stonewall " Jackson, by Carl Hovey. 
Thomas Jefferson, by Thomas E. Watson. 
Robert E. Lee, bv William P. Trent. 
Henry W. Longtellow, by George Rice Carpenter. 
James Russell Lowell, by Edward Eyerett Hale, Jr. 
Samuel F. B. Morse, by John Trowbridge. 
Thomas Paine, by Ellery Sedgwick. 
Daniel Webster, by Norman Hapgood. 
Walt Whitman, by Isaac Hull Piatt 
John Qreenleaf Whittier, by Richard Burton. 
A COMPANION 8BRIB8 TO THE BBACON BIOQRAPMIB8 

C^0 l¥estminster Biographies 

OF EMINENT ENGLISHMEN 

Robert Browning, by Arthur Waugh. 
Daniel Defoe, by Wilfred Whitten. 
Adam Duncan (Lord Camperdown), by H. W. VHlaon. 
George Eliot, by Clara Thomson. 
Cardinal Newman, by A. R. Waller and G. H. Barrow. 
John Wesley, by Frank Banfield. 
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A Standard Ubraraf cf Blotfraphjr 

63^« BEACON BIOGRAPHIBS 

OF BMINBNT AMBRICAN8 

Editsdbj 11 A. De Wolfe Howe 

THE aim of this seriM is to famish brief, readable, and 
authentic accounts of the Uvea of those Americans 
whose personalitiea have impressed themselves most 
deeply on the character and history of thdr country. They 
are primarily designed for the general reader who desires to 
obtain in brief compass the accurate and interesting state- 
ment of essential focts. Each volume is equipped with a 
frontispiece portrait, a calendar of important dates, and a 
brief bibliography for farther reading. Finally, the volumes 
are printed in a form convenient for reading and for carrying 
handily in the pocket. 

Of this series the Boston Herald has said: ''They contain 
exactly what every intelligent American ought to know about 
the lives of our great men.** 

For Kit o/titUs sa nextpagi* 

''Prepared as carefully as if they were so many imperial 
quartos, instead of being so small that they may be carried in 
the pocket.**— A^rur York 77m£i. 

** They are books of marked excellence."— Cii^^]^ /nter' 
Ociom, 

" They interest vividly, and their instruction is surprisingly 
comprehensive.** — Tke Outlook, 

24mo, cloth, gilt top. Price per volume, 7 5c net, by post 80c. 

SMALL, MAYNARD ft COMPANY 
Publishers, Botton 
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PARIS AND THE SOCIAI< 
R£VOI<UTION 

A 8ta<^ of tho Revoltttionaiy Element in the Variout 
Classes of Parisian Life. 

By ALVAN FRANCIS SANBORN. 

With seventy illustrations by Vaughan Trowbridge. 

Mr. Sanborn is well known as a sympathetic and intelligent 
student of modem social conditions. During several years of 
his residence in Paris he has been making, with exceptional 
opportunities for the task, an exhaustive study of the revo- 
lutionary element as exemplified in all the strata of Parisian 
society, from the anarchist labourer to the leading writers and 
artists of France, many of whom, while in no way classified as 
socialist or anardiist, are jtist as truly revolutionary in spirit. 

In the present volume Mr. Sanborn tells who and what the 
revolutionist is, what he wants and how he expects to get it, 
and how he gets himself heard. He shows what part in the 
revolutionary movement is being taken by the labourer, the 
criminal, the student, and by the literature and the art of 
to-day. Although the work is thoroughly scientific in its 
spirit and therefore an important contnbution to sociology, 
the treatment is such as to make the book of great popular 
interest, and the chapters on modem literary and artistic life 
in Paris give a new light on these interesting subjects. 

While the study is of foreign life, its app^ has no national 
limitations. In portraying conditions in Paris it discloses the 
principles of human nature that underlie feelings of unrest 
which are world-wide in their manifestation, and its interpreta- 
tion of these principles will prove full of suggestion to the 
thinking American reader who wishes to understand the trend 
of radical thought in his own country. 

The remarkable drawings by Mr. Vaughan Trowbridge, 
who accompanied Mr. Sanbom during his journeys of obser- 
vation in the preparation of the book, are so closely related to 
the text that the interest of both is greatiy enhanced. 

8vo, doth, decorative, gilt top, . Net, I3.50 ; by post, I3.75 

SMALL, MAYNARD ft COMPANY 
Publishers, Boston 
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